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	1. The Son's Wish

**As many of you know, _Hicca the Useless_ is near its end. Now, I present to you all this new HTTYD story! Many I've read have Hiccuo and the fang traveling to the future. How about a descendant traveling to the past?**

* * *

><p>Jonah peeked out the door to make sure no one was listening. "Hello?" he quietly called out. Silence was the response. He grinned and shut the door.<p>

The ten year old quickly went to work. He used ropes nailed to the walls to hang a blanket over them, making a decent roof. He got the rest of the blankets off his bed and layed them out on the floor. Then he set an oil lamp on the center of the room. He burned out all the candles except one, and used it to light the lamp. Finally, her set a few wooden figurines on the floor. He grinned.

"Okay, Ingrid," he whispered to the other side of the room. He walked across and looked under the covers. "It's story time."

"Stowy; stowy!" the two year old exclaimed.

"Shh!" Jonah said, laughing as he covered his sister's mouth with his hand. "Don't wake Mom and Dad up!"

"Stowy, stowy!" Ingrid said again, more quietly. Jonah carried her over to the fort he made and set her down on the blankets. "Dwagon!"

A large black mass with green eyes stared at the two of them. It rolled its eyes before it turned around and went to sleep.

"You sure you don't want to hear the story, Sleek?" The dragon huffed. "Fine, your loss." Jonah turned his attention back to the baby. "You ready to hear the story?"

Ingrid giggled. She was mesmerized by the story. The wooden figures represented the characters of the story. There were all carefully carved to represent the people the were based on.

"Mommy!" Ingrid said as Jonah held up one figurine.

"That's right, Mommy!" Jonah said, careful to keep his voice low. "Mommy was very jealous that Daddy was better than her." He gave a fake pout as he told this part. It was the same way his father had it to him earlier that day. "When Mommy lost to Daddy again, she followed him into the woods."

Ingrid gave a gasp. "But... But Toothwess!" she said, utterly petrified. Jonah tried not to laugh to loudly at her innocence.

"But don't worry!" Jonah said. "Daddy took Mommy on a ride on Toothless, and they flew of to the dragon nest together!"

"Wow..." Ingrid was in compete awe as the figures representing her parents and her father's dragon flew around the air with Jonah's guidance.

"That's if for tonight," Jonah finally said. "I'll tell you this rest tomorrow."

"Aw... I want more Toothwess!" she huffed, angrily crossing her arms. Jonah and his father agreed that her "angry" look was very similar to his mother's, which both bots have been in the receiving end too many times to count.

"You can always have more Toothless tomorrow." Jonah picked up the pouting toddler and carried her to her bed. "But right now, you need sleep."

"But I'm not..." She yawned while rubbing her eyes. "...sleepy." As she was set under her blankets again, she immediately fell asleep.

"Nasty little bugger," Jonah said with a grin. He looked at the fort he had made and decided to clean it up in the morning. After all, he would always be the first one to wake up in the Haddock household. Unless it was his birthday.

Jonah extinguished the oil lamp and went to the window. The starry night gleamed down at him. He would especially walk up tomorrow as it would be the first time he would go flying by himself. He had gotten lessons from his parents, and now, he was going to the other side of the island and back all by himself.

"Well, with Sleek, of course," he whispered to himself.

On cue, Sleek stood from his corner and walked over to him. He sat on his rump as he looked between the stars and Jonah.

"Sleek, have you ever wish for something?" Jonah asked the dragon. "Have you ever...wanted something, but you knew it was impossible?"

The dragon let out a confused trill, but he bobbed his head, telling his rider to go on.

"I wish I'd be there with Dad," he continued. "I want to be with him when he found Toothless, when he ended the war! I want to be there for the entire story!" He sighed. "But it guess that'll never happen, huh?"

Sleek gave a reassuring trill, nudging his head under Jonah's hand. He smiled.

"Thanks. Your the best friend anyone can have." He hugged small dragon around the neck, and they both went off to their beds.

Neither of them noticed a streak of white light pass in the night sky. A moment later, Sleek's corner was empty, and Jonah's bed was unoccupied.

* * *

><p>Astrid gasped heavily and stood upright in her bed.<p>

"Astrid? Astrid what's wrong?" In the darkness, Hiccup lit a match and lit the nearby candle. In the dim light, he saw his wife panting, sweat gleaming her forehead. "Astrid, are you all right? I-Is it the baby?" He rested his hand on Astrid's abdomen.

She shook her head. "No. No, it's fine. It's just... I had a nightmare, is all."

Hiccup sighed with relief, worried that something horrible had happened. Across the room, Toothless looked up at the sound of whimpering.

"Do you any to talk about it?" Hiccup asked, holding her in his arms.

Astrid shook her head. She was a tough warrior, she shouldn't show any signs of weakness. She was a Hofferson. But then again, this was Hiccup who was asking. She would always feel safe with him.

"Are you sure?" he asked.

"I'm fine, it's just..." She gave a shaky breath. "Jonah was gone. He just disappeared. He never...never came back..."

Hiccup tensed. Now he understood why Astrid was so scared as well. If anything happened to their firstborn son, they would never recover. Ingrid was still a baby, and their third child was due anyway now. But Jonah? Jonah was special. He had more of a connection with dragons than he ever did. It was almost as if he knew what they were thinking and saying. Being raised with dragons does that to you, probably.

While he was off on his own thoughts, he didn't notice was up until the bed creaked at her missing weight. "Where are you going?"

"I'm just going to go check up on the kids," she said, pulling a shirt over her undergarments. "I'm just too worried."

Hiccup sighed. "You don't have to worry about them, they have Sleek, remember? He's as tough as his dad."

At this, Toothless sat upright and puffed his chest out. The black dragon next to him shifted before it stood up as well, nuzzling Toothless.

Astrid smiled. "I know. It's just that..." She sighed. "Gods, I am such a mess right now."

Hiccup chuckled, standing up and pulling a shirt over himself as well. As he adjusted his prosthetic, he said, "Here, I'll go with you, just so tou can calm down."

"Thanks, Hiccup." They both left the room and down the hall. Hiccup held his hand in the door and opened it.

* * *

><p><strong>And there you have it! The first chapter. I've had this idea stuck in my head since <em>before<em> I started writing fanfiction. I guess you could say this this is the first story I really though if. And after months of grueling writing, here it is on format!**

**What do you think of it do far? Hope this is as good as all of the other stories I've written! **

**-Litwick723**


	2. The Son's Story

Hiccup sighed, kicking at the sand as he sat on the rock. He looked up at the ocean that surrounded the secluded beach. It was really the most quiet place he can think of when he wanted to be alone. Which meant he would always be here.

Why was he a hiccup? Why couldn't he just be like everyone else? Looking at his arm, he gingerly picked it up by its sleeve and let it fall onto his lap. Weak. Useless. Scrawny. A mistake. Who was he kidding? He was never gonna be a Viking. But that didn't mean he wasn't going to try.

Hiccup brought out his sketchbook and decided to draw the beach. It always made me more relaxed, and how could it not? There were so many things on the beach. The rising sun, the shimmering water, the rush of the waves, the dissonant rocks, the body on the shore... The body on the shore?!

Hiccup dropped his book and ran after the the body that was going down the shore. "H-hey! Are you all right?" he said, trying not to sound too panicked. He got to him and saw just how small this person was, only to see that it was a kid. "Kid? Are you all right?"

* * *

><p>Jonah squirmed. He felt wet. Really wet. Did he wet<p>

His bed again? He hadn't done that for years. Or did Ingrid crawl into his bed and wet it herself?

"Are you all right?"

"Dad...?" he whispered. He felt incredibly thirsty and hungry. He clutched his blankets, but instead felt...sand? "Dad?" Jonah opened his eyes. Instead of facing his father, he was met with a teenager. For a moment, he thought it was him, but dismissed it. But still, he looked familiar... "Dad..."

* * *

><p>Hiccup sighed when he saw the boy's eyes open. He was confused at to why he had mistaken him for this kid's father, but set it aside for later. "Are you all right? You're not hurt, are you?"<p>

The kid shook his head. "No." He sat up and looked around. "Wh-where am I? Where's my house? Where're my parents?" He began to sniffle and rubbed his eyes with his hands.

Hiccup looked close at this kid. He had mop of dirty blonde hair and green eyes. He was only a few feet tall, and he wore a green tunic simple to his own and a skirt with spines over black trousers. They reached to just under his knees and he had on boots as well. A brown satchel layed sprawled on the ground. His brown belt had several small pouches.

"Who are you?" Hiccup asked. "What's your name?"

As he helped the boy up, he sniffled again before saying, "J-Jonah. My name's Jonah."

Hiccup nodded. "Okay. Here, why don't we go to my village and we can help you find your home, okay? We'll send out messages to any nearby tribes."

Jonah nodded. "Okay." They were about to walk off when he said, "Wait, my dad's bag." He got on his knees and opened it. There were the things that he had put inside the day before for his flight. A compass, his sketchbooks and charcoal sticks, a map of the island, some food, and an extra set of clothes. Nothing was missing. "Okay."

They both walked up the shore and climbed the rocks. Hiccup kept looking at the kid, wondering how he had gotten to the island. "We're you raided?" he finally asked. "Did your village get attacked and you fell overboard a ship?"

Jonah shook his head. "No. All I did was go to sleep and woke up here." He sighed. "I hope Mom and Dad are looking for me..." He didn't know what to say next. He didn't know this person, or their village. What if the though dragons were dangerous? "Where are we going?" he asked.

"To my village," Hiccup said, passing under a branch. "My father is chief, he'll be able to help you."

"Your dad's chief? My dad is chief, too." Jonah smiled. "He's a strong an nice chief. Dad always said that your best of friends are unexpected characters."

"Unexpected characters?" Hiccup asked.

"Yeah. Long story." There was a short silence. "So, where are we going again?"

"Berk. That's my village."

Jonah stopped in his tracks. "Berk?" he said, looking down.

Hiccup stopped and turned around to face him. "Yeah. What's wrong?"

"Berk... That's where I'm from!" He gave a large sigh of relief. "Thank the gods! I was home all long! I just need to get home before my parents find out I was gone!"

Hiccup frowned. "Wait a minute, you're from Berk?" Jonah nodded with a smile. "I've never seen you before."

"How can you not?" Jonah said, confused. "My dad's chief, remember?"

"No, _my_ dad's chief. Stoick the Vast?"

"No. I only know one Stoick, and he's my grandpa. My dad is Hiccup. Hiccup the Rider? Hiccup Haddock Horrendous the Third? I'm his son, Jonah Stoick Haddock."

Hiccup stiffened. "Wait, you're dad is _Hiccup Horrendous Haddock?_ The _Third_?"

Jonah nodded. "Yeah. Stoick's my grandpa, but he died a long time ago."

"What?" Hiccup gasped. "But...that's impossible!"

A small crack of a branch caused them to stop. As they walked through the forests, they saw a bush move. They backed away and saw a yellow dragon pop out.

"A Terrible Terror!" Jonah exclaimed, glad to see a familiar dragon. "And a yellow one, too! Those are the rarest of colors!" He reached into one of his pitches and got closer to the dragon.

"Jonah, what are you doing?" Hiccup whispered, shocked at the new information and the dragon. "It's a dragon! Get back here!"

"You're just like Mildew," Jonah said, looking irritated. "He thinks dragons are dangerous, too."

"They _are_ dangerous!" Hiccup said, trying to get closer to Jonah as the kid got closer to the Terror. "They've killed hundreds of us!"

"And we've killed thousands of them," Jonah said calmly. He reached his hand out and opened it. Hiccup saw a handful of blades of grass. "Just trust them, they'll trust you. Watch."

Hiccup watches with frozen horror as Jonah's hand was only a foot away from the dragon. Yet Jonah acted as if it were a normal thing. He watched as the Terror sniffed the hand. Then it nuzzled the hand and...purred? Next, Jonah have a soft laugh as he scratched it on its neck.

"See?" Jonah said, snapping Hiccup out of his trance. "Any dragon becomes friendly as long as you trust it." He scratched the Terror under its chin as it rested on his shoulder.

Hiccup thought that would hurt because of its claws, but then he notice a leather plating matching his green tunic. "Okay, so _one_ dragon is nice," he said. "That doesn't mean that _all_ dragons are."

"Of course they are!" Jonah said, walking back to him, not noticing that he was taking steps away from the dragon. "It's like my dad always said, good dragons under the control of bad people do bad things."

"A-and that's another thing!" Hiccup said, waving his hands. "How can your father be Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third? _I'm_ Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third!"

Jonah narrowed his eyes. "No your not!" Then they widened as he let out a gasp. "Oh. My. Gods." He hastily reached into his satchel, causing the Terror to squawk for a moment before settling on a nearby branch. "Sorry, Sunspot. Where is it? I k so it's in here somewhere..." He pulled out one of his sketchbooks with victory. "Ah ha! Found it!" He walked towards Hiccup as he flipped through the pages. "Here!" He took out a folded piece of paper and handed it to him. "Look at this! This'll prove to you that Hiccup is my dad!"

Hiccup gave an uneasy grimaced face. He took the paper and unfolded it. "What the–?" It was him. There was no doubt about it. It was him, at that day and age. The only difference was that he had on some sort of equipment, some sort of harness? He was smiling, and Hiccup saw that it was a genuine smile, not the ones he uses to appease others. "H-how did you–?"

"My dad drew this," Jonah explained, tapping the drawing with a finger. "He told me that was him when he was 15 years old."

"_I'm_ 15 years old," Hiccup said, looking at the boy again. He suddenly looked like a child on Snoggletog morning.

"I know! Don't you see?" He tapped it again. "You are my dad! Which means my wish came true!" He pumped his fists in the air and jumped around. "Yes! Yes!" Then he did something Hiccup _did not_ expect: he hugged him. "It's great to see you, Dad!"

Hiccup was stunned. "D-dad?" he repeated. Outside, one of his eyes was twitching and he stayed still as he shuddered and Jonah squeezed the life out of him. And _damn_, this kid had quite a grip. But inside? He was mentally _screaming_.

Noise brought them back to the present. They looked at Sunspot as he had a charcoal stick in his mouth and wagged his tail. "Oh, thanks." Jonah released his still-shocked father and picked up the materials that had fallen out of his satchel in his haste to find the drawing.

From the corner of his eye, Hiccup saw an open sketchbook. He bent down and mouthed a 'Wow' at its contents. "Jonah... Did you...draw these?" He flipped through the pages, in complete awe at the dragons inside.

"Yep," Jonah said, picking everything up. "You always said I was a better drawer than you when you were my age."

Hiccup looked up. "I what?"

"You're my dad, remember?"

He shook his head. "No, that...that's impossible. I mean, I'm 15, you're... How old are you?"

"Ten," he said. "And you _are_ my dad. I made a wish to be with my dad when he saved Berk 15 years ago, and it came true! That's why I woke up on the beach!" He looked around. "I was wondering why the forests looked familiar."

Hiccup kept looking through the pages. They were amazing. They were all of dragons, both big and small. There was a Gronckle, a Skrill, something called a Deathsong and Night Terror. And next to Night Terror read _Smidvarg_.

"If... _If_ what you're saying is true..." Hiccup started slowly. "...then that means that you're...you're my..." He couldn't bring himself to say it. It was too...unreal.

"You're..." Jonah said, waiting for him to say it.

"My...son." And just like that, something sparked within Hiccup. He didn't know what it was, but it was a strong, positive feeling. What was it?

"Dad? _Da-ad_?" Jonah waved his hand in front of Hiccup's eyes. "You there, Dad?"

Hiccup snapped out of his trance one again and looked at Jonah. "So... Why are you here again?" They sat down in a clearing.

"In the future, you told me a story about how you saved Berk and ended the war between dragons and humans," Jonah explained. "Last night, I made a wish to be with you for the whole story. I guess that means the the beginning of the story is soon."

"I save Berk?" Hiccup said. "How? I'm..." He didn't want to say it.

"Useless?" Jonah guessed. Seeing his father's face he nodded. "Yeah. Mom told me that that's what everyone used to call you."

Hiccup nervously scratched the back of his head with his head as he spoke. "Who's...who's your mother?" Besides, who would want to..._that_...with _him_?

Jonah only smiled. "Not telling you."

Hiccup sputtered. "What? Uh, young man, I order you to tell me right now, or...or I'll..."

Jonah laughed. "Don't try and do that. You're terrible at it!"

Sunspot let out a laugh as well.

Hiccup sighed and turned a little red with embarrassment. "Yeah. I figured..."

"Don't figure," Jonah decided. "You'll know how to be a dad when I'm born. Mom said that you weren't sure you could do it."

Hiccup sighed again. There a sort of silence between them, but it wasn't like the uncomfortable silence that sometimes passed between him and his father. What either of them didn't know was that this was the silence between a peaceful moment with a father and his son.

"Mildew's still alive?"

"I know, right?"

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter! This one was a bit harder, and it took a while to finalize the conversation between the two of them.<strong>

**Also, if you want to see me myself, the following are stories that I'm in:**

**_Watching the Movies REWRITE_ by DragonDreamer and Starwisher**

**_Movies, Authors, and Beyond _by LanternLover23**

**_Six Movies, Seven Heroes_ by yours truly!**

**More of _The Rider's Son_ and _Hicca the Useless_ next week! Until next time!**

**-Litwick723**


	3. The Rider's Village

As they walked back to the village, Hicca kept looking at the family portrait. "Is this really me?" he said, disbelieving.

The man in the photo was tall. He had little stubs of facial hair and brown locks. He wore some type of leather armor and the chief's cloak over his soldier. He had a strong hand placed on a woman in a chair. The woman was tall was had light hair. He couldn't tell was if it was blonde or pale or anything, she looked pretty. She didn't look like a warrior, but she still looked strong.

But what he was more focused on was what the woman was holding in her hands. A baby, an infant to be exact. It was wrapped protectively in a blanket. And standing in front of Hiccup with a broad smile on his face was Jonah.

"Yeah," Jonah said. "See? That's you and me and Mom and Ingrid." Sunspot gave a trill from his spot on Jonah's shoulder.

"Are all dragons like this?" Hiccup asked. "I mean, Sunspot's acting like some kinda pet!"

"They're more than just pets, they're our friends and family!" Jonah said. He reaches into another one of his pouches on his belt and pulled out a brown ball. "See? You even invented this find of food for dragons to eat."

"Wow. So then, do I have a dragon, too?"

Jonah thought for a moment. "Well, the story starts off with a raid, and how you used the Bola Cannon to take a Night Fury down."

"The Bola Cannon?" Hiccup repeated. "I finished that! I was planning an using that on the next raid." Then he lit up. "And with that, I'll use the Cannon to launch a Night Fury down and kill it!"

Jonah flinched, but Hiccup didn't notice it. Think, Jonah! Use that brain of yours! "Well... The dragons do raid because of one truly evil dragon," he said.

"I get it!" Hiccup said. "If I kill the Night Fury, I'll end the war!" He looked down at the drawing again. "Should you be showing me this?" he asked. "I mean, wouldn't this cause some sort of problem in the future?"

Jonah shrugged. "I dunno. I'm just really glad to see you!" He gave him another hug, one just as tight as the others from before.

"Need...air..."

"Oops, sorry." He let go.

"I don't think I'll live through your hugs," Hiccup said. "How can anyone be hat strong, anyways?"

Jonah shrugged. "I don't know. Mom always said that I took after her." He gave a few punches and kicks in the air. "She taught me how to defend myself. I may be small, but I can really put a number on people." To further prove his point, he gave a fierce kick at a branch on the ground that just sailed across the sky.

"Whoa..." Hiccup watched as it flew across he sky. It went farther and farther until...

"Ow!"

They both flinched. "Maybe we should go this way," Hiccup decided, guiding Jonah and Sunspot in another direction to the village.

"Good point."

* * *

><p>Sunspot gave a sad croo as he was pocketed in the satchel.<p>

"I know your upset, but we can't let any other Vikings see you! Just try to hold on until we get to the house?"

He agreed.

Jonah closed the satchel and locked it in place. "Ready, Dad."

Hiccup rubbed his hands together nervously. "You know, it's going to rise suspicion of you call me that."

"Oh. So then, what do I call you?"

"Just...Hiccup's fine."

Jonah smiled. "Okay. Come on, Hiccup." He reached for his father's hand and pulled him into the village.

Hiccup, meanwhile, was still stunned. This was his son? His own flesh and blood? Could someone have really wanted to be with him and have a child? Who was his mother, anyway? Was it someone he's met already? Someone he hadn't met? Or maybe–

"Hiccup!"

Jonah stopped and turned to face the owner of the voice. "It's Uncle Gobber!" he whispered excitedly.

Gobber trotted over. "There you are! Where've you been? You're late for work!"

"I know, Gobber! I've just been a little...busy." Be gestured to the child next to him.

Gobber turned to glare at him. "And who are you?"

"I'm Jonah," he said with a wave. "Um, I was shipwrecked. Hiccup found me and brought me here."

He stared a bit longer and nodded. "All right, then. Both of you follow me to the forge. I'm sure Stoick'll want to talk to you."

"Dad's at the forge?" Hiccup asked. "What for?"

"Just to sharpen that axe of his. When he saw you weren't there, he told me to go look for you and talk to ya."

Hiccup shrugged. "Oh. Perfect. Another lesson from Dad."

Jonah trailed along. He knew exactly where he was going, but he needed to make sure he didn't. What helped was the lack of dragons around. The village looked so different than from his time. No children were chasing after baby dragons. No Timberjacks were helping cut down trees. Not cheers were audible for a dragon race. No Toothless or Sleek walking with him and his father

Sleek... He really missed Sleek. He wondered how everyone back home was doing. We're his parents worried? Were they searching the whole island? Was Sleek destroying caves to look for him? He misses them. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea as he thought...

"So how'd you end up in a shipwreck, Jonah? You get raided?"

"Uh, what?" Jonah looked up at Gobber's question. "Oh. Uh, no. It's just that, I left home. By myself."

Hiccup tensed. How was this going to play out?

"Really? Why's that?" They reached the forge.

As Jonah walked inside, he said, "I'm looking for my dad. He's here in Berk. But I don't know what to do next."

Hiccup visibly relaxed, but Gobber didn't notice it.

"Really? Who's is he? I might know him." Poke away at some tools. "Hiccup, get to work. Stoick'll be back here soon."

"Sure thing, Gobber." Hiccup pointed to a seat in the corner. "You can sit there, Jonah."

"Thanks." Then he answers Gobber's question as he sat. "Thank you, Gobber, but he and I want to keep it a secret for now."

"So you already met with him?" Gobber wondered.

"Yeah. Earlier today. I ran into Hiccup! I like Hiccup." He gave a bright smile as he kicked his feet in the air as his legs went long enough to reach the floor.

"Well, good for you. And don't worry, I'm sure that–"

"HICCUP!"

The three of them flinched at the loud voice.

"I think we came across a Thunderdrum," Jonah said, rubbing his ears.

"That's no Thunderdrum," Hiccup said. "That's my dad."

Jonah leave out the window he was near and saw a large figure coming. He immediately recognized him. "Grandpa..." he said under his breathe. Why did he look so angry?

"Hiccup," Stoick said once he was close again. "Can you explain to me why you were late for the forge again?"

"Uh... I was, uh... You see, um..." Jonah fumbled for an excuse, not as good as lying as Jonah was. But then, how was Jonah so good at lying? Oh, that's right, he was actually telling the truth and being vague about it.

Jonah sighed at seeing his father attempt a lie. Some things never did change, apparently. He got up from his seat and said, "Hiccup was helping me, sir."

Stoick turned to flare at him, and Jonah immediately wished he hadn't spoken up. "And who are you?"

"Um... Jonah, sir. I came here to look for my...my father..." What was with the look? How can it be so intimidating?

"The lad says that he's found him, but they want to keep their relations a secret for now," Gobber said, saving them both. "I'm sure that things will work out for them in the end, whatever their issues are."

Jonah gave a nervous smile matching his father's. He thanked whatever gods there were that he didn't have the same hair coloring as his father's, or they would've been discovered right then and there.

"Hm..." Stoick said. "All right. And you." He pointed a finger at Hiccup, causing him to jump. "If you're late again, you'll be dismissed for a month. Deal?"

Hiccup sighed. "Deal."

He nodded and turned to Jonah. "Good to see you." Then he left.

Jonah made sure Gobber wasn't listening when he whispered to Hiccup, "He's more intimidating than you described him."

"Your a kid, I was probably dumbing it down for you," Hiccup whispered back. "Wait a minute, why are you acting like you've never met him before?"

Jonah froze. Uh-oh. "Um... Well..."

Then Hiccup remembered what Jonah said earlier that morning. "Because you never did meet him, did you?" He gave him a questioning look, and Jonah sighed.

"No. He died before I was born, before you and Mom got married." He suddenly looked solemn.

Hiccup looked around before whispering, "We'll talk about this later, okay? Give me a few minutes and we can go eat in the Great Hall."

Jonah nodded. "Okay."

* * *

><p>Snotlout rubbed his head. "It just came out of nowhere!" he said. "One minute, Astrid was admiring my moves, the next, that branch just comes and falls down on me!"<p>

"If it were me, I would've thrown a rock," Astrid said. "But you guys should've seen it, it was pretty funny."

The teens were seated at their usual table in the Great Hall. Fishlegs, the twins, Snotlout, and Astrid were eating their food away. Not really enjoying each other's company.

"Hey, check it out," Tuffnut said. "Some kid is pulling Hiccup in."

They all turned to see that, sure enough, a boy no more than ten years old was excitedly pulling Hiccup inside the hall. They were both grinning, but the boy looked more excited.

"Who is that?" Astrid wondered.

* * *

><p>"Come on, come on, come on!" Jonah pulled his father's hand inside. "I want to show you something!"<p>

"What? What is it?" Hiccup asked.

"I can't tell you, I gotta show you!" He ducked underneath one of the tables. "Come on! Follow me!"

Hiccup rubbed his head, but nonetheless followed the boy under. It was strange, considering he had to crawl past the legs and weapons scattered in the floor. "What are we doing?"

"Where do you normally sit, Dad?" Jonah asked.

"Um... Over there." He pointed to an empty table near a corner of the room. "Why?"

"Look." He reached into another pouch and pulled out balls about the size of an egg. "These are called Zippelback Grenades. You made them. I'm not really sure how they work, but when there's a lot of people in the Great Hall, this is what I do to get my favorite foods."

"Do wha–" Hiccip's question went interrupted as Jonah threw the grenades into the cracks big enough for them and they sailed into the air. He watched as the landed back onto the table, but instead of rattling sounds, there was a resonating WHOOSH!

"What in tarnation?!" a Viking yelled.

"Let's go!" Jonah said. He crawled out of the side, grabbed a plate from the smoke, and said, "Grav something and run!"

Hiccup's instincts took over. He was a naturally fast runner, so he grabbed a plate of one of his favorites—yak tarts—and ran to catch up with Jonah. And on the way, he couldn't help but laugh.

"All right, I admit, that was pretty cool," Hiccup said as he took a seat,

"I know, right?" Jonah said, pulling out another Grenade. "They explode when they make hard contact with something solid. They pair up with these..." He reached into yet another pouch and took out flares. "...but not if you want to sneak food away!"

Hiccup laughed. He watched as Jonah took a piece of chicken off the plate he got and set it in his bag. "I'll get you something else later, okay, Sunspot?"

A soft yelp answered him. Jonah looked up at his father's fish and smiled. "Yak pie? I love yak pie."

"Me, too." They both have a knowing grin, as if they just said a joke that only they understand. In a way, they did.

* * *

><p><strong>This one was fun, especially the ending here with the Zippelback Grenades. <strong>

**Yeah, I got nothing else to say...**

**...**

**...**

**...**

**Awkward..,**

**-Litwick723**


	4. The Oaf's Challenge

Usually, someone as small as the kid that pulled Hiccup would be considered frail and weak. Hiccup, for example, couldn't even swing at a target if his life depended on it. And it always would.

But this kid just did something that shocked all of the teens. Hiding under the table was ridiculous, but what transpired after?

"What just happened?" Fishlegs asked.

"I think some kid just made off with food from a Viking," Snotlout said.

"What...was that?" Astrid said. "That looked like Zippelback gas!"

"It was awesome!" Tuffnut said.

"Beautiful!" his twin agreed.

* * *

><p>Hiccup picked at his food a little bit. As fun as it was to sneak food away, there was still one question bothering him.<p>

"What happened to Stoick?"

Jonah stopped chewing. He swallowed and sighed. As he petted Sunspot with a finger, he said, "I don't know the whole story, but Grandpa saved your life. You told me that I wasn't old enough yet, for the whole story." He looked up at him with worried eyes.

"How much longer?" Hiccup asked, not really sure if he wanted to know.

"He died before I was born, so... Five years or so?" Hiccup set his arms on the table and rested his head on it. "I'm sorry."

"It's fine. Just...answer me this one question?" Jonah nodded. "Do things between the two of us get better?"

He gave a small smile. "He called you the pride of Berk," he said. "He would tease you sometimes about getting married to Mom, according to her."

Hiccup sighed. At least things got better for the both of them. "Why can't you tell me who your mother is, again?"

Jonah grinned. "It's a secret." He gave an un-Viking-like giggle and winked.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. But he had to admit, as much as he was curious, it was probably a good thing. He didn't want to try to hard and end up pushing her away. He opened his mouth to form another question when someone suddenly shoved him and he fell to the ground.

"Hiccup!" Jonah said, remembering what to call the him when people were present. "Hey! What was that for?"

Snotlout cackled. "What else? You don't want to end up with Useless. You want to be with the cool Vikings, like us." He gestured to the rest of the teens who sat down. "And Fishlegs."

Jonah frowned. He knew exactly who this person was. The rest of them, too. Uncles Snotlout, Fishlegs, and Tuffnut, Aunt Tuffnut, and...

_Mom, _Jonah thought as his eyes landed on Astrid. She didn't even glance at him. She was paying more attention to the ceiling which was interesting for some reason.

"Hey, Snotlout," Hiccup said as he sat next to Jonah instead of across. "What do you want now?"

"Can it, Useless," Snotlout said. "The cool kids are talking."

"Of course they are," Jonah said. "After all, a child like you acts like they're still a baby. A weak, little, stupid baby."

The twins' eyebrows shot right up._ "Ooooh!" _they harmonized.

Astrid did a double take.

Fishlegs gave a small squeak.

"Jonah, what are you doing?!" Hiccup hissed, shocked that he would say such a thing. Didn't he know who this was if he were from the future?

"What did you call me?" Snotlout said through gritted teeth.

Jonah leaned forward until his face was inches from Snotlout's. He smirked. "A _baby_."

"RAGH!" Snotlout lurched forward, but for some reason, Jonah was gone. Snotlout yelped as he sailed across the table. He hit the ground and groaned.

"Ha ha ha ha!" Jonah said from his position of lying down on his back on the seats. "Serves you right for trying to tackle me! I'm as fast as Deadly Nadder!"

Snotlout got up, fuming. "You little twerp!" He screamed as he ran forward to hit him, but Jonah ducked, and with quick movements that almost made it look like nothing, he swung his feet and Snotlout fell forward, hitting his face on the table before slumping.

The twins cackled. "This is awesome!"

Hiccup stared bewildered. "H-how did you–?"

Jonah smirked as he crossed his arms. "My mom taught me how to fight," he said. He watched as Snotlout gave a small struggle to stand. "Here, hold this." He took his satchel off from his shoulders and gave it to Hiccup.

"Uhh..." Hiccup almost didn't take it. He knew Sunspot was in there, but he was still weary.

"Get back here!" Snotlout ran to him again, his fist raised, but Jonah jumped suddenly and flipped, landing behind him.

"You're gonna have to do better than that, Snotty!" Jonah said.

"RGH!" Snotlout kept punching at him, but each time, Jonah would expertly dodge out of the way and would sometimes kick at his leg or swing a hand down at his shoulder.

"Get him, Jonah!" Tuffnut said. "Knock him out! Knock him out!"

"Make him throw up! Make him throw up!" Ruffnut said.

Across the room, Stoick watched a boy beat up his nephew.

By then, a crowd began to gather. Some were cheering Snotlout on, others the boy no one knew.

"Who is that?" a Viking near Hiccup asked.

"I don't know!" a second said. "I think I heard from Gobber that the boy's looking for his father in the island."

Hiccup gave a hidden smirk. _He already did,_ he thought, still smirking. Yet, he still found it hard to accept and believe. He thought he had the smirk hidden, but really, a certain blond noticed it.

The battle ended when Snotlout was kicked behind his back. He fell, and this time he was too tired to get up. Jonah gave a small hum as he walked up to Hiccup and took his bag. "Can we go to your house now?" he asked as if nothing had happened.

Hiccup was almost too stunned to answer. "Oh, uh... Sure."

Jonah kept on smiling as they left the room, and only Hiccup felt uncomfortable as they were being stared at by everyone.

"Dude," Ruffnut said, bending over so Snotlout could hear her. "You just got beat up by a kid."

Snotlout groaned in pain. Even though he had no injuries, he was exhausted and had a few bruises.

"That was actually quite satisfying to see," Fishlegs said, speaking for the first time since they arrived at the table.

"It actually was," Astrid agreed. Her attention turned back to the doors where the pair left. "Who is he?" Then as an afterthought, "And why does he have a skirt?"

* * *

><p>"<em>How<em> did you do that?" Hiccup said, waving his hands in the air. "I've never seen anything like that before! And you're saying your _mom_ taught you how to fight?"

Jonah gave a proud smile. "Yep! She taught me to defend myself just in case anything were to happen to me. You didn't really want to be able to kill a man at my age, but it was deemed necessary."

"You can kill?" Hiccup said, shocked.

He shrugged. "Never tried it, and I don't really want to."

It was already the end of the day. Jonah stayed in the house with Sunspot while Hiccup went back to the forge. Gibber asked Hiccup what he knew about the fighting technique Jonah pulled off. It wasn't until that moment when Hiccup realized that Jonah moved like a dragon. The speed, the movement, the power, thee ferocity. If Jonah _did_ come from an era where dragons were raised with humans, it seems obvious that he would learn that sort of technique with someone.

And at the end of the day, Jonah was tired and gave a yawn. "I'm sleepy," he said with a tub of his eyes. In turn, Sunspot gave a yawn if his own before he curled up in the bag.

"Why don't we go upstairs?" Hiccup suggested. "My bed is pretty big for my size, we can share it."

"Too sleepy," Jonah said, curling up on the seat he was using, resting his head on the armrest.

Hiccup sighed. He thought for a moment. Well, Jonah didn't seem _that_ heavy. And when he scooped him up in his arms, he saw that he was right. He expected a boy with his battle style to weigh more, but he couldn't weigh anymore than 95 pounds. Working at the forge, he was well-trained in estimations. Hiccup would usually struggled to carry about 150.

Once Jonah was tucked in his arms, he used a free hand to sling the snag over his shoulders, alerting the Terror inside of movement. "Sorry, Sunspot," he said.

He carried him up the stairs, and Jonah curled into his chest, almost as if it were a familiar feeling to him. Then he realized, it was. In the future, Hiccup had to have carried Jonah to bed on more than one occasion.

He softly kicked open the door to his room and placed Jonah on the bed. Then he took the bag off and let it hang on a nail on the wall. Jonah immediately twisted so that he lay under the covers, taking the league plating and skirt off, still in his boots, shorts, and tunic. Hiccup unbuttoned the buttons in the boots and slipped them off before setting them on the ground. Then he got into the bed himself.

"Good night, Dad," Jonah said softly behind him.

"Night, Jonah," Hiccup said, a small smile on his face.

* * *

><p>When Hiccuo was shaken awake, he heard a small voice trembling next to him. "D-dad? Wake up!"<p>

He moaned softly before opening his eyes. "Jonah? What's up?" He had almost forgotten that this boy had come into his life. He was starting to think it was all a dream. "What happened?"

"D-dad. There's... There's..."

At this, Hiccup felt his heart jump. Jonah sounded so frightened. What was happening? "Jonah, are you alright?" Some sort of instinct kicked in as he lit a candle. He couldn't describe it.

"There's noises c-coming from outside," he said. "I don't know what they are."

Hiccup gave a small frown as he payed attention to the air. A moment later, his eyes widened. "Oh, no." He threw the blankets off. "Put your shoes on. Now!"

Jonah was so used to his father's "commanding tone" that he obeyed without question. "Why? What's happening?"

Well, two questions.

"We're being invaded," Hiccup said as he pulled his boots on. He grabbed Jonah's hand just as he reached for his bag.

"Invaded?" Jonah repeated as he and his father ran down the stairs. "By what?"

"By–" But before Hiccup could finish, he opened the door, and right outside was a Monstrous Nightmare. The Nightmare blew a stream of fire upon seeing Hiccup, who quickly close the door shut as flickers of flames slipped through the seams and cracks of the door. "–dragons."

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry this is one shorter than usual. I feel this is how it's going to be from now on. I hope not. I'll try and make the next chapter longer. Also, in the next chapter, the movie begins! Yay!<strong>

**Dint expect a chapter next week because it's my birthday on Thirsdsy and I'll be taking the whole week off from fan fiction. Probably. Not.**

**-Litwick723**


	5. The Old Man's Talk

"Duck!"

Jonah fell forward as he tripped, hearing someone roar over him. "Morning!" the Viking said before getting up and running off, yelling like a maniac.

"You all right?" Hiccup asked.

"Y-yeah. I'm fine." He got up and stood close to Hiccup. "I've never been in a raid before."

"Never?" Hiccup asked as they continued their way to the forge.

"Not a dragon one, anyway. They never raid anymore."

They paused for a moment as a Deadly Nadder slammed down in front of them, then it screeched at them and flew off.

"You got Sunspot?" Hiccup asked.

"Yeah." Jonah opened the flap of his bag to see the dragon nesting inside. "He's scared."

"How do you know that?" Hiccup asked as he jumped over an unconscious Viking.

"I don't know," Jonah answered as he followed. "I can just sort tell what a dragon is feeling. Watch out!"

Hiccup continued to run forward just as a dragon breathed a steady stream of fire at the ground. Hiccup could've gotten hurt if Stoick had nod grabbed his son's collar and picked him up.

"Hiccup?! What is he doing out agai–" When he saw no one was listening, he directed the question to Hiccup. "What are you doing out again? Get inside!"

"I'm just trying to get to the forge!" Hiccup defended as Stoick threw him down. He didn't hit he ground, but he stumbled.

"Next time, don't be a target!" Stoick scolded as he grabbed a wagon and threw it up at a dragon. "What've we got?" he asked a Viking.

"Come on, let's go!" Jonah said, pulling on Hiccup's hand. "The forge is this way!"

Hiccup had almost forgotten the reason he left the house in the first place. The first was because it was on fire, the second because was because he knew he was needed in the forge. And he certainly wasn't going to leave Jonah alone.

"Have things really gotten peaceful?" Hiccup asked as they continued on their way.

Jonah thought about this, careful how to word it without giving too much away. "Well, not really. You made a few enemies because of your status, and they come to Berk every once and a while. But they never win."

"Enemies?" Hiccup repeated. "I have enemies?"

"If Snotlout doesn't count as an enemy," Gobber said as they walked in the forge, "then I'll eat my other hand. What are you two talking about?"

Both boys looked at each other for a moment before saying, "Nothing," with a shrug.

Gobber let it slide. "Besides, it's nice of you two to join the party! I was wondering if you'd been carried off, Hiccup."

Hiccup got to work, putting on his apron moving some of Gobber's appendages aside. "What, who me? Nah, come on! I'm _way_ too muscular for their taste. They wouldn't know what to do with all...this." He pulled a body-builder pose, at which Jonah laughed at.

"Toothpicks are scarce nowadays. You fit the profile."

"Ha!" Gobber patted Jonah's back. "I like this kid! That's just what I was about to say." He wiped his eye as if he were wiping away a tear. "Toothpick."

Once Jonah was out of earshot, Hiccup whispered to Jonah, "Did you just call me a toothpick?"

Jonah nodded. "Uh-huh. That's what I like about Uncle Gobber. Even in the future, although _do_ actually do have muscles, you're still thin. He always calls you a toothpick." Then to the blacksmith, "Gobber! Is there anything I can do to help? My uncle's a blacksmith, I know a thing or two about working in a forge.

As he walked up to the Viking, Hiccup muttered, "'Actually _do_'?" Then his pinched his arm. No muscle.

"Hiccup, look! It's the others!"

Hiccup looked up from his lowered self-esteem (and by his son, no less) and stuck his head out the window. Sure enough, he saw Fishlegs, Snotlout, the twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut, and...

"Dad?" Jonah snapped his fingers in front of Hiccup's face. "Dad?"

"Uh, what?" Hiccup shook his head from his trance. "Wh-what?"

Jonah looked in the direction Hiccup was looking at and smirked. "Mom was right. You are easily attracted to Astrid."

"Wh-what? Pff! No I'm not. It's just, their job is so much cooler." But at this, he began to think. Did that mean that he had no chance with Astrid, or something? He leaned out the window a little more an groaned when he felt himself being lifted. "Oh, come on. Let me out, please? I need to make my mark."

"Oh, you've made plenty of marks," Gobber said after setting Hiccup down. "All in the wrong places."

"Please, two minutes. I'll kill a dragon. My life will get infinitely better. I might even get a date." _Not to mention I might meet Jonah's mother._

Gobber sighed. "You can't lift a hammer, you can't swing an axe, you can't even throw one of these!" He held up a bola as he did, which a Viking from outside quickly took.

"Poor Gronckle," Jonah said quietly as the dragon fell to the ground.

But, as always, Hiccup was prepared with an answer. "All right, it this will throw it for me."

Jonah turned around and smiled. The Bola Cannon. "Duck!" Jonah said as Hiccup patted the cannon. And just as he did, the cannon snapped open, dialing over Jonah, past Gobber, and hitting a Viking square in the face. "I told you you needed to fix it."

"Ah, it's a mild calibration issue," Hiccup said.

But Gobber wasn't so adamant. "Hiccup, this is what I'm talking. If you want to go out there and fight dragons, you need to stop all...this."

"But you just gestured to all of him," Jonah said. "That's not right! Being yourself is what makes you different from others! If you act just like everyone else, then no one is really special or powerful or brave or smart, are they? If everyone acts the same, then how can you tell who's best? Just because people act and look and think they're the best, doesn't mean they are."

Both Hiccup and Gobber stared at the little boy.

"What?"

"Oh, how noble."

Jonah felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise. He knew that voice all too well. He turned around and was face to face with the old man of the island. "H-hello."

"Mildew, what are you doing here?" Gobber asked. "I though you were too old to fight dragons."

"Oh, I am," Mildew said, tapping his staff on the ground. "But I heard that there was a new boy in the village, and I wanted to see for myself if he's deemed worthy of staying."

"It's Stoick's decision if the boy stays, not yours," Gobber said. Jonah couldn't help but hide behind Hiccup.

"What's wrong?" Hiccup whispered to him.

"He's creepy," Jonah said.

"Tell me, boy," Mildew said, eying Jonah from behind the counter. "What are you doing here?"

"Um... I'm looking for my dad."

"I see... And, by any chance, have you found him?"

"Y-yes."

Mildew nodded. "Then why aren't you with him?"

Jonah gulped. "Because... Because..."

"He doesn't want people to know who his dad is, yet," Hiccup said, trying to save the young boy. "He says its best if people don't know who he is yet."

Mildew glared at Hiccup, and to Gobber's surprise, the boy didn't even flinch. "I see..." Then he turned to Gobber again. "I have all I need to know. Now if you excuse me, Hel is expecting me." Then he gave a chuckle as he turned around and left.

Hiccup made sure Mildew was completely gone before saying, "Crazy braggart."

Gobber, honestly, was quite shocked. Hiccup was definitely _not_ the person to insult someone.

He was about to say something more when they heard it. The tell-tell sign of the–

"Night Fury!"

"Get down!"

Jonah ran to the window and peeked outside, seeing an all too-familiar shape darting through the sky. He gave a small smile.

"Man the fort, Hiccup," he heard Gibber say behind him. "They need me out there." Then with each word, he took a small step back. "Stay. Put. There."

"Woof," Jonah said with a smile.

"Good boy," Gobber said before he charged into the fray, yelling.

Once Hiccup was sure he was gone, be quickly got to work. "Jonah, I want you to stay here."

"What? But I wanna help!"

"Absolutely not! It's too dangerous for you to go out, and I don't want to see you hurt, alright?" _Whoa... Where did that come from?_

Jonah sighed. "Fine."

Hiccup nodded. "Good." Then he grabbed the handles if the cannon and ran outside. "I'll be right back!" he called behind him.

Jonah made sure he was far enough before he trailed after him. He knew exactly where he was going. The only problem was, the roads were too crowded to get there.

"Watch it, kid!" a Viking said to him after he ran into him.

"Sorry!" Jonah said to him and he continued off. He was certain he was almost there. But where was "there?" He didn't know anymore.

"Hiccup! Hiccup!" Jonah called. As much as he wanted to call him "dad", he knew that he couldn't risk his cover be blown. "Hiccup!"

But his shouting caught the attention of a certain dragon. A Monstrous Nightmare seemed to be heading uphill, but then it heard Jonah's cries. It snarled and made its way towards him.

Jonah gasped as the Nightmare made its way toward him. Any other Vikings were too far away. He walked backwards until his back hit the wall of a building.

"It's okay," Jonah said, holding his arm out. "It's alright..."

But the Nightmare was too agitated. It began to build up a fire, and at the moment, only one thing could come to Jonah's head.

_"DAD!"_

* * *

><p>"I hit it?" Hiccup gaped as he watched the black mass fall in the forest. "Yes, I hit it!" He pumped his hands in the air and turned around. "Did anyone see that?" He saw...<p>

...no one. No one saw him take down the unholy offspring of lightening and death. Perfect.

_"DAD!"_

"Jonah?" Hiccup said. Then he realized, "Jonah!"

* * *

><p>The Nightmare blasted straight at Jonah. The little boy had never been so terrified in his life. He shut his eyes, filled with tears.<p>

"Jonah!" He felt himself being lifted, and a moment later, a deafening boom! hit the wall where he was standing just a moment earlier.

"Jonah, I told you to stay inside the forge!" Hiccup said as he carried the boy in his arms.

"S-sorry, D-dad," Jonah said, still weeping.

Hiccup didn't stop. He ran. He continued to run, being careful to not trip over anything. He didn't really care where he was heading as long as it was away from the dragon.

He paused to stop behind a pillar, and tightened his grip on Jonah as fire spewed on either side, almost burning him.

He carefully stepped sideways, trying to see if the dragon was getting closer. Unfortunately, the Nightmare was closing in on the other side. Hiccup would've been in real danger if Stoick's hadn't barged in, tackling the dragon.

Hiccup sighed. He knew his father would have a handle on things. He set Jonah down, who still had his arms around his neck. "You can let go now," he said.

"Oh. S-sorry." He released him. "S-sorry. I just wanted to, to go with you." He used his arm to wipe his eyes.

Hiccup, honestly, was surprised. Tears were a sign of weakness in Viking custom. But this boy didn't even hesitate to shed them. It was almost as if, it didn't matter.

"It's all right," Hiccup said, placing a hand on his shoulder. "You're okay, and that's all that really matters."

"Hiccup!"

Hiccup immediately stood up, too used to hearing that tone of voice. When he turned around, he saw why. The pillar that Hiccup hid behind had been burnt down, and the ring on top of it barreled away, causing some dragons to escape.

"Okay, but I hit a Night Fury," he said. In which Stoick's decided to pull him away. "It's not like the last few times, Dad, I really did hit it! It fell just right out of Raven Point. Jonah can even vouch for me, see–"

"Stop!" Stoick shouted. A crowd began to gather. He said more softly, "Just, stop. Every time you step outside, disaster happens. Can't you see that–"

"Wait!" Jonah wiped his years so they were dry and stepped in front of Hiccup. "Wait a minute! It's not Hiccup's fault that Nightmare attacked. It's mine. I only wanted to go with him, see, but I got lost in the battle and the Nightmare saw me. I'm sorry."

Stoick looked at the little boy. "It doesn't matter who's fault it is. What matters is that it's Hiccup who guided it in this direction!"

"So what?" Jonah retorted. "Is it Hiccup who controls the dragons? Is it Hiccup who decides what the dragons do? No! Now I see why Hiccup is treated so poorly. It's because you do! And because you do, so does everyone else! That plenty stupid in my part."

The Vikings let out a gasp.

Across the way, Snotlout listened intently. "Do he just...?"

"Yeah, he did..." Fishlegs said.

The twins chuckled. "Ooh, this is gonna be good!"

Astrid said nothing. As usual.

Hiccup was just as shocked at what he said. "Jonah, what are you doing?" he said to him.

"What did you call me?" Stoick said, stepping closer to him. Hiccup timidly stepped back, but Jonah didn't even flinch.

"You're stupid!" Jonah said again. "You don't deserve Hiccup! If anything, you're the worst Chief Berk's ever had!"

It all happened too fast. One minute, Jonah was giving the Chief an earful. The next, he was on the ground, whimpering, using one hand to support himself and the other to cover up his bloody nose.

"How dare you!" Stoick shouted. "You have no right to speak to me like that! What are you doing on my island, looking for your father! Well, it's no wonder he left you! You're pathetic."

He made a move to kick at the boy, blinded by his anger. Jonah flinched and sobbed, awaiting the hit, but it never came. When he opened his eyes, he saw why.

* * *

><p><strong>Guess what? There's another chapter uploaded! Yay! Why? Because this guy turns 17 today! Woo! Which also means ok one year away from being responsible for my future... No woo...<strong>

**But enough about that! Let's talk about the chapter!  
><strong>

**If you've seen the movie (and hopefully, you have), then you know that Mildew wasn't introduced until the show came out. But in this story. mildew plays an important role later on. I won't say what it is, so keep up to date.**
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	6. The Journal's Praise

Jonah only had a bloody nice from when Stoick slapped his face, and a few tears from the pain. But that was nothing compared to what Hiccup felt.

Hiccup was on the ground, clutching his stomach. He breathed deeply from having the wind knocked out of him.

"Hiccup, what are you doing?" Stoick asked, confused at his son's actions.

"Protecting...a defenseless child," Hiccup said, standing up. He limped a little, but he still stood. "Why would you do that? Hurt a child?"

"He insulted me!" Stoick reasoned. "He insulted the Chief!"

"So?" Hiccup said. "People insult me all the time. Sometimes they hit me, too. And I never did anything to them. Do you see me trying to hurt them back?"

Stoick paused. "Well, no. But–"

"And another thing," Hiccup continued. "Why... Why does it matter what he says to you? It shouldn't bother you. It doesn't bother me. I'm used to it. Just because you're Chief...doesn't mean you can do whatever you want." Hiccup limped a little to Jonah, helping him stand. "That's what you taught me."

People watched silently as the usually quiet Hiccup helped Jonah back to his house. They realized that Hiccup didn't care about his own injuries, he cared more about Jonah's.

"One more thing," Jonah said, calling back to Stoick. "You're fat."

Once again, Stoick let his anger blind him. He stepped forward, fully intent on hitting Jonah again, but before he could, his hand met something else. Or rather, someone else.

Hiccup screamed as he was hit. He fell to the floor, next to Jonah.

"Hiccup!" Jonah kneeled down to his father; apparently, it was enough to draw blood from his nose as well.

Hiccup maimed quietly, not letting his tears show. He was a Viking, he could indulge this. He looked up at Stoick with a frown.

"Hiccup. Gods, are you okay? Why'd you do that?"

Stoick offered him his hand, but Hiccup shook it off, shocking Stoick even more. "Someone has to stand up for those who can't defend themselves," he said. Jonah helped him stand and they started back up to the house again. "Let's go, Jonah."

Gobber watched them pass by. What was even more surprising was that none of the other teens made any sort of comment. Even the twins were speechless.

Astrid was intrigued. This kid did something to Hiccup. Who was he? She knew he was lying, he wasn't here to find his father. If anything, he wanted to find Hiccup. Question is, why? What was so special about the runt of the village? She was going to find out.

* * *

><p>Jonah flinched slightly as the cloth was dabbed against his nose.<p>

"Sorry," Hiccup said softly. "Hey, be lucky that even though you're bleeding, it's a sign that–"

"–that you fought in a battle and came out of it alive," Jonah finished. "I know."

Hiccup was about to ask how he k ew what he was going to say when he remembered who he was. He gave a small smile. "I'm guessing I say that often?"

"Often," Jonah replied. "Usually whenever after I wrestle dragons."

"You wrestle dragons?" Hiccup asked, surprised.

"Well, not big ones like that Nightmare. Only the smaller ones, like Gronckles and Nadders and Terrors or– Oh, no!"

"What?" Hiccup felt his heart pump at his sound of panic. "What is it?"

"Sunspot!" Jonah cried. "We forgot Sunspot at the forge! He's still there!"

Hiccup stood up and looked out the window. "It looks like everyone went to the Great Hall. I'll go and get Sunspot for you."

"But Dad, your nose. You need to heal it." Jonah picked up another cloth and handed it to him.

"Thanks, Jonah. I'll be right back."

Hiccup stepped outside and looked around. No one was near. He jogged the the way down the hill and was surprised to see that someone was still in the forge. Perhaps Gobber stayed behind? It isn't matter. He opened the doors and paused.

"Is this what you're looking for?" Mildew turned around, bag in hand. "Seems a bit of a waste to come all this way for the sake of a little boy, now, isn't it, Hiccup?"

"Oh, Thor's beard, Mildew! Why do you have to be all creepy?" Hiccup stepped forward and took the bag. "And no, it isn't a waste. And why are you even in here?"

Mildew shuddered. "Thor. The God of Thunder. Never did like him." He shrugged. "Doesn't matter." He walked past Hiccup, who in turn halted at him the entire time. "And one more thing, boy. Not everything will turn as it seems."

"Whatever," Hiccup said. He closed the door behind him and thought, _What was he doing in here, anyway?_ He set the bag on the counter and opened it. "You in here, little guy?"

For a moment, nothing came out. Then Sunspot slowly poked his head out, giving a nervous trill. If Hiccup didn't know any better, he'd say that the dragon was actually scared. Can dragons get scared?

"Hey, it's alright." It felt awkward, he decided, talking to a dragon, but if it was a thing in the future, he might as well get used to it. "Don't worry, it's me. Hiccup, remember? Jonah's dad?" Still unbelievable.

Sunspot trilled a little louder, and came out. He sniffed Hiccup's hand, and closed his eyes as he rubbed into it.

"You're really no such a bad creature, are you?" Hiccup realized. "Don't worry, little fella. I'll get you back to Jonah."

Sunspot crawled back inside the bag, and Hiccup saw a few sketchbooks. Hiccup couldn't hide his curiosity. He reached for one of the sketchbooks, but when he opened it, he saw a journal instead.

_Sleek and I heard the best story from Dad today. He told me about how he saved Berk! He's so cool! I wanna be just like Dad when I grow up! I wanna be brave and strong, and I want to help Berk become a better place for both dragons and people alike._

Hiccup smiled at this. Was he really such a good role model? And was Sleek Jonah's dragon? He turned to a previous page.

_Mom taught me that technique I've been asking her to teach me. It was hard at first, because it works best with tall people, but I was able to do it. Beat of all, I took down Uncle Snotlout! I think he let me win on purpose, but I don't mind. Toothless stayed at home with Star and Sleek. I think their expecting another egg! It's so exciting! Maybe Ingrid and my new brother or sister can have a dragon of their own when their older._

Toothless? Hiccup thought. He remembered the day before when Jonah mentioned him having a dragon. So then, it was Toothless? What kind of name was Toothless?

_Mom is in a lot of pain right now. Dad said that she was having the baby, and needed to be alone to do it. I'm not really sure why, and no one will explain it to me. They all say until I'm older. Oh, well._

_I'm glad I'm not going to be an only child anymore. Mom and Dad are gonna let me decide what to name the baby. If it's a girl, I think I'll name her Ingrid. If it's a boy, I'll name him after Dad. He'll be Hiccup Horrendous Haddock IV. And just like his predessesers, he'll do lots to change Berk the best way possible, just like Dad did._

Hiccup chuckled softly at Jonah's misspelling of "predecessors." He found it quite adorable.

"Hiccup?"

"Ah!" Hiccup fumbled with the book before snapping it shut and slamming it on the counter. "Astrid! Hey, Astrid. How, how are you, Astrid?" Hiccup chuckled nervously as he removed the bag and hid it from view, along with the book.

"What was that?" Astrid asked, looking at him suspiciously.

"What was what?" Hiccup tried, hoping to find a way to veer off the subject of the book.

"What was with what happened earlier today? With Stoick?" Astrid described. "And can you sharpen my axe?"

Hiccup mentally sighed with relief. "Oh. Well... It's just that, he needed help, you know." He turned around and began to sharpen the axe, letting Astrid wait behind the counter.

"I think he deserved it," Astrid said. "Jonah shouldn't have talked back like that."

Hiccup felt his skin crawl. He had the sudden desire to use the ax currently in his hands to smash the nearest wall. "But he's just a kid. Remember when we were that age?"

"No," Astrid lied. But she did remember. She and Hiccup were actually close before Snotlout began to bully him, and she eventually let her pride win out. "And what do you care about him?"

"He reminds me of...someone important to me," Hiccup said. "He's here because of his dad, and because he doesn't want anyone to know who he is, I think Stoick mistook it as a threat." He set the axe back on the table.

"I don't trust him," Astrid glared. "That kid is hiding something. What's he told you?"

"You don't trust anyone," he reminded her. Hiccup pretended to think. "He told me about his mother, how she taught him how to fight. I don't know any of those techniques, though, so don't ask me about that." He slung the bag over his shoulder and made his way out. He internally groaned when Astrid followed him. Then again, she was following him.

"What's that?" Astrid asked, pointing at the bag.

Hiccup pretended to inspect it. "It seems to be some sort of carrying pouch with a strap of leather to rest on one's shoulder," he said sarcastically.

"Let me see it, maybe that kid is hiding something in here." She tried to reach for it, but Hiccup only walked faster.

"He has a name, you know." As much as Hiccup lov—er, _likes_ Astrid—he wished there was a way to get rid of her right now.

"Who cares about his name?" Astrid snapped. "Give me the bag."

"Why?"

"Hiccup, stop acting like this!"

"Like what?"

"Oh, for Thor's sake!"

"You know, Mildew hates Thor."

"I don't care! Give me the bag!"

"Or what, Astrid?!" Hiccup finally shouted, losing his patience. "I don't care what you think about him! He's my responsibility until he decides when to reveal his father, okay?! That means, I'm going to act like one for him! I'm going to help him, I'm going to care for him, and most importantly, I'm going to protect him from people like you! People who are too caught up in their own pride to see that maybe, just maybe, he's, oh, I don't know...a kid?!"

And with that, Hiccup huffed and stomped away, leaving a stunned Astrid behind.

* * *

><p>Jonah was lucky to find food. It wasn't the same food that he was used to, but it was still edible. Best of all, he found a few salmon fish, which he knew were a Terrible Terror's favorite.<p>

As he sat at the dinner table, eating away at a piece of meat, the door opened and Hiccup walked in. "Hi, Dad!" Jonah called happily, being his usual chipper self.

"Hey, Jonah," Hiccup said, setting the bag on the table. He opened the latch and Sunspot came out. Upon seeing the fish, he purred happily and skedaddled to the fish. "Wow, who knew he can eat?"

"I know, right?" Jonah said as he passed a second fish to Sunspot. "Terrors have a large appetite. They also like to steal food from one another, which always results in them fighting, but nothing too serious. Want some?" He passed a second bowl of what he ate to Hiccup.

As the two of them are, Hiccup said, "I'm gonna go look for the Night Fury, okay? And please, can you–"

"–stay inside, I will," Jonah said. "Promise. It'll give me time to draw Sunspot." He scratched the dragon on its chin.

Hiccup internally sighed with relief. At least he would be okay now. If he would stay. Hiccup grabbed a sketchbook he had of the island and tucked it in a pocket his had in his vest. As he went out the back door, he said, "I'll be back soon, okay?"

"Okay. Oh, Dad! Wait!" Jonah ran to him before he left. "Before you go, um... Remember... Remember to think of what's best, okay? Don't worry about me, just think of what's best."

Hiccup wasn't sure what he meant by that. Did he know something that he didn't. But he didn't pester him. He decided that he would know soon enough.

* * *

><p>A figure in the distance watched as Hiccup left the back door and jogged straight into the forest. He chuckled when Hiccup stumbled, then straightened himself and continued on his way. He glowing eyes gave an ominous gleam as his lips curled into a smile.<p>

"Very nice, Hiccup, very nice," he said softly. "Your son may have warned you, but you don't have a clue as to who it is, do you?" Another chuckle. "No matter. If things go perfect, you'll have nothing to worry about. But be careful. Your son may cease to exist if you're not." He chuckled again before he vanished into thin air.

* * *

><p><strong>What? Who may this mysterious figure be? How can he possible know that Jonah is from the future?<strong>

**Pfft, like I'm gonna answer that!**

**-Litwick723**


	7. The Elder's Message

Stoick didn't like this. He didn't like this at all. The dragon raids just seemed to be getting worse and worse with each passing year, and there seemed to be no hope in stopping them. Sending ships to the best was always futile, but he wasn't just one to give up.

Threatening always worked with then Vikings. And this time, he threatened them to watch over Hiccup, and, as usual, it worked. But then, of course, there was Hiccup himself.

"You're not always going to be around to protect him, Stoick," Gobber pointed out. "He's going to get out there again. He's probably out there now."

Stoick nodded, knowing that Gobber was actually right. But there was still one thing bothering him. "Gobber, has anyone recently arrived on Berk? Say, in the past decade or so?"

Gobber rubbed his fingers over his chin. "Hm... No, don't think so." He narrowed his eyes. "What are you playing at, Stoick?"

"It's nothing," Stoick lied.

"No, no no," Gobber said, shaking a finger on his remaining hand. "You're up to something, Stoick. What is it?"

Stoick pondered for a moment before saying, "I need to talk to Gothi."

* * *

><p>Stoick and Gobber looked at the ground as the elder used her staff to dig her message in the dirt.<p>

"She says that a storm's a-coming," Gobber translated. "Worse than Berk's ever...erased?"

_WHACK!_

Gobber rubbed his head where Gothi hit him. "Oh! Faced. My bad."

"What kind of storm, Gothi?" Stoick asked, his suspicions rising.

"Eh... A dragon worse than any will arrive, and the toy–" WHACK! "Gods, woman! And the boy will be our key to maniacal." _WHACK!_ "Survival."

"What boy?" Stoick asked. His eyes widened. "You don't mean..._Jonah_, do you?"

Gothi shook her head before she continued to write in the dirt.

Gobber took a little longer to translate this time. "No, she says. Another boy, but this one is personally related to Jonah. His...brother?" _WHACK_!

"His _father_?" Stoick accused. Gothi nodded. "Hm..." Stoick walked back and forth as he thought. "We don't know who Jonah's father is, though. And I can't force him, Hiccup is for some reason protective of the boy."

Gothi continued to write. "He found a friend in the young one. Treats him the way he would a son." Gobber raised an eyebrow at this.

Stoick scoffed. "I'm not going to think about this anymore. Whoever the boy's father is, we're taking him with us. We have the best fighters on Berk." He huffed and trumped away down the long stairs.

Gothi wrote some more. "Eh, maybe it's best I don't mention that one to Stoick." She nodded.

_Whoever said he was a fighter?_

* * *

><p>When Hiccup found out he was the one to end the war, he made sure to not let it go to his head. And he'd done a good job with that, so far. He came up with all sorts of scenarios about him and his father reconciling, and they came out pretty good. Which was why he was agitated when he failed to find the Night Fury again.<p>

He angrily X'd out the spot on him map, then proceeded to scribble all over the page, and shut his book and set it in his vest. "Oh, this is just great," he said to himself. "Some people lose their knife or mug. No, not me, I manage to lose an entire _dragon?!"_

He huffed and decided to take a quick break. He sat on a rock and reached into his vest again to take out a piece of folded paper. He unfolded it to reveal the family drawing Jonah showed him the previous day. He ran a ginger over himself, and stared longily at the other people in it.

"If I don't find that Night Fury," he said to himself, "Jonah will never be born." With a newfound determination, he stood and decided it'd be better to just go instead of rest. That only reminded him how long he's been looking for it, and then he swiped his hand at a branch. The branch retaliated by smacking his eye. "Ah!"

Hiccup held his eye and looked up at the branch, but the pain subsided as he saw the tree in front of him. It was completely snapped in two. He followed a rugged trail. Whatever had come through here left a deep burrow. He climbed over a hill as he saw the uprooted plants, and looked over.

The moment he did, he ducked, gasping. _Was that the...?_ He mustered all his fear and set it aside, sliding down the other side of the hill. He took out a knife and peeked around a boulder that he hid behind. He stepped closer.

And sure enough, there it was. The Night Fury was tied up, and best of all, it wasn't moving. "I-I did it," he said, astonished. "Oh, this fixes everything! Yes!" He pressed a foot on the dragon. "I have taken down this mighty beast!"

But just as he finished saying that, the dragon shook his foot off. Hiccup gasped, holding his knife up again. His eyes trailed up the body to meet the dragon's. They were the most intense eyes he had ever looked at.

Hiccup looked away. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna kill you, dragon," he said with false confidence. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna rip out your heart and bring it to my father. I'm a Viking... I'm a VIKING!" He raised his knife again, but ten realized something: the Night Fury wasn't fighting back. Why was it not fighting back?

He looked over at it, and for a moment, saw something in its eyes. He tried to look away, but kept looking back. Then the dragon rested its head in defeat, as if it were...accepting its death. Hiccup closed his eyes once more and brought down the knife. But a noise stopped him mid-stab. A noise.

Whimpering?

He opened his eyes again and couldn't believe what he saw. Another dragon. A _baby_ dragon. And just any baby dragon, but a baby _Night Fury_. While the dragon he captured in the bola was more then twice times his size, the baby Night Fury was about as tall as him. Maybe it wasn't a baby, but was young.

Hiccup watched as the baby dragon made its way to the fallen Night Fury. It whimpered sadly and nudged its head against the older one. The older licked the younger and gave a trill. Hiccup suddenly understood what they were doing. They were saying goodbye.

The baby dragon looked up at Hiccup with an almost pleading tone, one that Sharpshot had given him the day before. He looked down at the captured Night Fury. "You're...a father," he realized. "Like... Like me..." He realized that that was the first time he said it out loud, aside from when he first made the connection. He _was_ a father, he _was_ caring for his son. And now, because of him, the hatchling will have to live on its own.

The baby dragon closed its eyes and snuggled close to the the older's head. The older responded by licking his head once more before closing its eyes once more.

"I did this," Hiccup said. He turned away, hoping to leave the two in peace, but then he looked back. He looked at the marks the ropes had made, he sighed.

He hurried so no one would see him. He cut the first rope. Then the second. The third. As soon as he cut the fourth, the Night Fury leaped and pounced on Hiccup. He backed him up onto the boulder, trapping him underneath a strong claw.

Realizing his mistake, he struggled to get up. The Night just stared at him. He looked behind him to hear the baby dragon calling out, saying something. He looked back up at the Night Fury. It raised its paw and inhaled.

_I'm sorry, Jonah._

Then it roared straight into Hiccup's ear. It got off and flew away, the baby dragon flying after. He watched as it stumbled and crashed a few times. Then it disappeared.

Hiccup breathed deeply, his life flashing before his eyes. He thought he might faint. He stood up, staggering, but just before he did, something came to his head to that scared him more than the Night Fury.

"Jonah!" His stagger broke and he ran back to the house. "Jonah! Jonah!"

_Oh, gods, what have I done? _he thought._ Because of me, Jonah's going to cease to exist! I have to get to him before he does! I'm so sorry, Jonah!_

* * *

><p>Jonah peeked through the curtains on the window that faced the back of the house. Sunspot wrapped around his hair, trilling questioningly.<p>

"I hope he's okay, too," Jonah said. "I really hoped he freed Toothless." Be closed the window and climbed up the stairs. Literally. "I can see why Dad renovated these."

He walked inside the room and looked around. Hiccup's room was his in the future, his and Ingrid's. He thought about his parents. Were they worried about him? Did they know where he had gone? He hoped they weren't frightened.

"Hiccup? Are you here?"

Jonah stiffened. "Oh, no! Stoick's here!" He took Sunspot off his head and set him under the bed. "Whatever you do, don't move or make a sound."

Sunspot tilted his head.

"He'll kill you if he does!" Jonah said in an urgent whisper. "He doesn't understand dragons like I do. Please, stay here. Okay?" Once he got confirmation that the Terror wouldn't go anywhere, he went down the stairs.

"Jonah? What are you doing here?" Stoick said, glaring at him.

Jonah forgot that Hiccup never really did ask Stoick for him to stay. Not that he had anywhere else to go. "Hiccup let me stay," he said.

Stoick kept glaring at him. "And where's my son?"

"I don't know." It was technically true, he didn't know where Hiccup was right now. Over time, the spot where his father said Toothless crashed at was regrown. "But I think he'll take a while."

At the moment, the back door burst open and Hiccup ran inside. His landed on Stoick. "Dad! Where's Jonah! Is he okay?"

Stoick frowned in confusion. He pointed to the stairs where Jonah sat. Hiccup turned to him and sighed in relief. "Thank gods you're still here!" Hiccup grabbed Jonah and pulled him into a hug.

"Can't...breathe..." Jonah strained. How was it that a boy this scrawny was so strong?

"Hiccup, what are you doing?" Stoick asked, more confused than ever.

"Uh..." Hiccup realized that he was, in fact, clutching the boy to him. "I am... Uh... That is, I'm... I'm..."

_You're hopeless, _Jonah thought.

Stoick sighed and rubbed his fingers on his temples. "I don't have time for this," he said. "Hiccup, I need to talk to you."

"Um, I need to talk to you, too, Dad." He let Jonah go and they clapped their hands together before speaking.

"I've decided I don't want to I think it's time you learn fight dragons to fight dragons." They looked at each other. "What?"

Jonah facepalmed. _Dad really wasn't kidding._

"Uh, you go first," Stoick offered. Jonah subtlety snuck behind him and gestured to Hiccup before he could speak.

"No, no, you go first." He facepalmed again.

"Alright. You get your wish. Dragon training. You start tomorrow morning."

Hiccup blanched when he suddenly realized what Jonah was trying to do. "Oh man, I should've gone first. Uh, 'cause I was thinking, you know we have a surplus of dragon-fighting Vikings, but do we have enough bread-making Vikings, or small home repair Vikings–"

"Or another blacksmith," Jonah suggested, standing next Hiccup again.

"Right! Or another blacksmith, or maybe even–"

"You'll need this." Stoick picked up an axe that was laying on the floor, passing it to Hiccup.

"I don't want to fight dragons," Hiccup pleaded.

Stoick laughed it off. "Come on. Yes you do."

"Rephrase. Dad, I can't kill dragons."

Jonah spoke up. "Sir, shouldn't this be Hiccup's decision? I mean, he was once adamant about joining your ranks, but that doesn't mean that–"

"Alright, you!" Stoick pointed a finger at the boy. "You have no say in this conversation! You're not part of our family."

"Oh, you're a family?" Jonah said sarcastically. "Huh, I couldn't tell. I mean, you'd expect a father to care for his son, but apparently, I was wrong."

"Enough out of you!" Stoick shouted. He reached forward to grab Jonah when, once again, Hiccup stood in front of him. "Move aside, Hiccup."

"Or what?" he said. He didn't know where this sudden boost of courage came from, but he didn't question it.

"Are you defying your chief?" Stoick said.

"No, I'm defying the man hurting a child," Hiccup said.

Stoick paused. Something happened to Hiccup. He wasn't...as timid as he was before. What changed? What compelled him to act so...defiantly? His eyes trailed to Jonah's, and once they caught them, he hid behind Hiccup. He picked up the axe that Hiccup dropped and set it in his hands.

"When you carry this axe..." he said, "...you carry all of us with you. Which means you walk like us. You talk like us. You think like us. No more of...this."

Hiccup sighed. "You just gestured to all of me."

"Deal?"

Jonah mumbled, "This is a one-sided conversation here."

"Deal?!" Stoick said louder, irritated at the boy's annoyance.

Hiccup only held Jonah in place behind him and said, "Deal."

Stoick nodded. "Good." He grabbed his helmet and a sack and headed out the door. "We'll be leaving tonight. Train hard. I'll be back. Probably."

"I'll be here," Hiccup said glumly. "Maybe." He watched as Stoick left the room, sighing. "It's always the same thing, he never listens to me."

Jonah nodded. "I'm sorry, Dad."

Hiccup turned to face him. "For what?"

"I shouldn't have talked back to Stoick like that," Jonah said. "I'm just gonna get you in even more trouble than you already are in."

Hiccup shrugged. "Well, it's not like I never get in trouble anyways, right?"

Jonah snickered. "You should see Mom's face when you were making her birthday present, then."

"What do you mean?" Hiccup took a seat on the stairs next to him.

"Mom was really suspicion of you because you weren't there to wish her a happy birthday when she got up, right?" he explained. "You were making her a necklace, and when she caught you with it in the forge, you babbled an excuse and tried to hide it. She got really angry that you were hiding something from her, and threatened to bury you alive if you didn't give it."

"Bury me alive? Some wife I have."

"She's always like that. She's really nice, but if you get her angry, she'll break your bones. She could've killed Uncle Jack if she could, when he saw how small I was when I was born."

Hiccup frowned. "Jack? Jack who?"

Jonah's eyes widened. "Oops. I forgot, you haven't met him yet."

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Who is this Jack?"

"How about you tell me what you're doing here so early?" Jonah said rather quickly, trying to change the subject. "In the story you told me, you fainted after the Night Fury roared in your ear."

Hiccup's attention was diverted from this Jack person to what the little boy just said. "Wait a minute, you knew that I was going to release the Night Fury?"

Jonah nodded guiltily. "Yeah. That's why I told you not to worry about me. I figured that you would argue over yourself with your guilt on bringing him down, or seeing me live."

He couldn't believe this. "Why didn't you tell me this?" Hiccup wasn't shouting, but he irritated enough. He stood up and said, "Why didn't you just tell me! Do you know how frightened I was for you when I realized what I had done! I thought I altered the timeline!"

"I-I'm sorry!" Jonah said, sniffling. "I was going to, but then I thought you wouldn't believe me, and you would've killed him anyways and...and..." He stoned talking as he buried his face in his hands and began to sob.

Hiccup, realizing what he had done, softened. "Oh, Jonah. It's okay, you don't have to cry. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have gotten angry. I was just worried for you, that's all."

But then he noticed that Jonah wasn't crying. He was laughing. It was muffled at first, but eventual, he burst into a fit of giggles, so much so that he doubled over.

"I can't believe you actually fell for that!" he said between laughs. "Mom was right! You're way too soft for your own good! Now I know it works both ways!"

Hiccup could me believe that he fell for such a trick. He mischievously raised an eyebrow and smirked. "Oh, Jonah. There's one tiny thing you may have forgotten."

"What?" He looked up at him and lost his smile. He recognized that look anywhere. "Uh-oh."

"Attack!" Hiccup shouted, tickling at Jonah's sides. Jonah began to laugh so hard, that he fell off the stairs and onto Hiccup. He didn't stood however, and just kept the boy in his grasp until he began to pant for breath. "Revenge is a fish vest served cold..." Hiccup said.

Gasping for breath, Jonah sat up and rolled off his father. "I can never...get used...to that..."

* * *

><p>That night, deep in the forest, a sleeping animal woke to the sound of soft whimpering. It opened its eyes to see the smaller animal of itself kicking in its feet. The young one shuffled in its sleep, experiencing a nightmare. The older one paused for a moment before it trudges over to the younger, wrapping itself and its wings around it. All at once, the younger animal stopped and curled even deeper into the chest of the larger animal. They both went back to sleep.<p>

**Yeah, sorry I took so long to update. Things are a bit crazy on my side as of right now, so it might take a bit longer to upload this story, _Litwick723 Mission 1, _and _Six Movies, Seven Heroes._ But I will not give up on them, I promise. Although, I think I'm gonna have to rewrite _Six Movies_. I'm not sure yet, but it's a possibility.**

**-Litwick723**


	8. The Dragon's Attack

There were lots of questions Hiccup had the next morning. He wanted to know about the village, Ingrid, himself, his wife, his father's death. He wanted to know as much as he could to be careful with the future. But every time he asked, he only got the same answer.

"If I tell you too much, it might change history!" Jonah said. "I might tell you something that you don't like, and you'll try to change it!"

In the end, Hiccup gave up. "So what _can_ you tell me?" he asked. "Why don't you tell me about yourself, then? I still barely know anything about you."

Training was later in the afternoon, and as they just woke up, had plenty of time. Jonah opted to stay behind, but seeing he was still a child, Hiccup decided to take him to the ring, just not undergo any actually training. Then again, it was a training session to kill dragons... Maybe he hadn't thought this all the way through...

"Well, for one," Jonah said, snapping Hiccup from his train of thought, "I'm 10 years old. I think."

"Think?" Hiccup repeated. He set his bowl of breakfast down. "What do you mean?"

Jonah bit his lip as he rubbed his fingers over Sunspot. The dragon in question was curled up on the table, softly snoring. "I don't really know. If I were still on Berk in my time, then the day after I woke up would've been my birthday. But now, my birthday is in a month."

"Next month?" Hiccup leaned back on his seat. "Hm. I guess I can see what your talking about. Well, what about friends? You have friends, don't you?"

Jonah smiled brightly at this. "Yeah, lots of friends! I have more dragon friends than people friends, and people think I'm weird like that?"

Hiccup could see why, as he was still used to seeing a Terrible Terror sleeping peacefully in the house. "Why's that?"

"They think I can't understand dragons," Jonah said a bit sadly. "They think il just pretending to attract attention. Even Mildew makes fun of me sometimes, calling me a fraud of a hiccup."

Hiccup clenched his spoon a little tighter.

"But it doesn't bother me." Jonah piped up again. "I have friends that believe me, like Coff and Sneeze."

Hiccup snorted. "Who?"

"I guess I can tell you. Aunt Ruffnut and Uncle Fishlegs's kids. Their twins, too, and they're much more responsible. Uncle Snotlout is Freya's dad. He hasn't met his mom yet. Now, anyway."

Hiccup nodded, taking the information in. Ruffnut and Fishlegs's together? That's the last pair he thought would end up together. And Snotlout? Well, that's unexpected as well. But then... "What about Astrid?"

"Oh. Um..." Jonah thought carefully on how to explain without trying to give anything away. "She's happy. She married someone before I was born, and is pregnant with her third baby."

"Third?" Hiccup said. Scratch Ruffnut and Fishlegs. Astrid was the last person he thought would settle down. "Are you friends with them? The other kids?"

Jonah gave a wry smile. "Yep! He and I are so close, we're practically the same person!" He snorted as if he just told a joke.

Hiccup wasn't too sure on who "he" was, but he could tell that this kid was a good friend of his own.

A son. Why couldn't he still wrap his head around it? It's been, what, two days since he met him? It's felt like much longer, a few weeks at least. But that was impossible, and decided to take it as the shock of finding out that this boy was indeed his son from the future. And there it was, that feeling again, a sort of chill coursing through his veins. It felt...nice.

He looked up and almost choked on his food. "Oh, crap! I'm gonna be late for training!"

"Really?" Jonah looked out the window and saw that the sun was high in the sky. "What do I do?"

"Uh..." Hiccup kept taking steps back and forth between the door, the axe in his hands. "Just... Come with me!" He opened the door and ran outside.

"Okay!" Jonah called after him. He patted Sunspot on his head and said, "Stay out of trouble, Sunspot." Then he quickly ran after his father.

* * *

><p>"Welcome to dragon training!"<p>

That was the first thing the two of them heard as they neared the ring. What followed were comments by the teens, all involving pain.

"Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it," Jonah heard his mother say. He looked from behind Hiccup to see her. She looked so different. If he hadn't known what she looked like when she was a teenager, he would've thought hiss ther was someone else.

"I know right?" Hiccup said upon entering the arena. "Pain, love it."

"Yeah, it's not like we can die or anything," Jonah added, finally coming out from behind him.

The teens all let out a simultaneous groan. "Great, who invited _him_ in?" Ruffnut complained.

"And why is he here?" Snotlout gestured to Jonah.

"He's responsible for him until his dear old dad comes back," Astrid said, visible irritated. "How's that working out for you?"

"Pretty good," Hiccup said.

"Yeah. I'm not an ass like Snotlout or anything, but I'm manageable." He let out a smirk at Hiccup's surprised face.

"I'll kick you," Snotlout threatened.

"And I'll make sure your face hits the floor again," Jonah countered.

"As much as I wish the two of you could fight again so I can see Snotlout flail like a little girl," Gobber said, making the other teens laugh at Snotlout's scowl, "it's best we get started. Jonah, will you be joining us?"

Jonah shook his head. "No, thank you, Gobber. I already have enough training back home." He walked off to the side to lean on the wall, then he took out a sketchbook from his bag and began to draw.

"You know, for someone who's snarky and surprisingly violent," Fishlegs said, "he's also surprisingly well-mannered."

"You're right..." Hiccup said, trailing off in thought. He was interrupted when Gobber spoke again.

"Let's get started!" he bellowed. "The recruit who does best will win the honor of killing his first dragon in front of the entire village." As he spoke, he twisted his hook to add to the effect.

Snotlout took this opportunity to rank his cousins again. "Hiccup already killed a Night Fury, so does that disqualify him or...?"

The teens laughed again, save for Astrid ad Fishlegs. One because he didn't one to be rude, the other because she didn't care.

As they walked further in, Tuffnut said, "Can I transfer to the class with the cool Vikings?"

"You have to be a cool Viking, first!" Jonah called from the side. "And I think the only one close enough for that is Astrid. No offense, Hiccup!"

"And none was taken until that moment," Hiccup said with his usual sarcastic poise. Jonah answered it with a sheepish shrug.

Gobber then walked up to him, placing a (er, his) hand on his shoulder. "Don't worry," he 'comforted'. "You're small and you're weak. That'll make you less of a target. They'll see you as sick or insane and go after the more Viking-like teens instead."

"Great..." was all Hiccup had to say.

Gobber gave him a small push to the stand next to Fishlegs, who greeted him with a small nod and smile. "Now!" Gobber started. "Behind these doors are just a few of the many species you will learn to fight."

Jonah watched from his spot as he heard the dragons. He could actually hear what they were saying a little. They sounded...angry, for one. They were also scared and confused and sad. Who wouldn't, after being locked away for days and weeks at a time?

"WILL YOU STOP THAT?!" Gobber shouted, snapping Jonah from his trance. He placed his hand on a lever and said, "and, the Gronckle."

A moment later, Snotlout panicked and said, "Whoa, wait! Aren't you gonna teach us first!?"

"Wuss!" Jonah called out.

"I believe on learning on the job," Gobber stated, before pulling the lever. The doors to the cage burst open, and an all-too-familiar dragon flew out.

"Meatlug," Jonah whispered to himself as the Gronckle flew around. He heard her voice, saying that she needed to blast at the metal and escape.

He watched from a distance. What he noticed was that even though they had the entirety of the arena, they only seemed to focus on one spot. They were following the dragon. That was stupid, Jonah noted. Would she not just have a better advantage at catching them?

Then the stupidity rolled in. First, there were the twins fighting over a shield. They were out. Next, Fishlegs got distracted by his victory of the question, and he was out. Then, Snotlout did his ever-futile attempt to flirt with his mother. He could see why she hated him. Er, _hates_ him.

"So, I guess it's just you and me huh?" Hiccup asked, trying to seem casual.

"Nope, just you," was all Astrid said before diving out of the way.

Before Hiccup could respond, Meatlug suddenly blasted at his shield, knocking it out of his hands.

"One shot left!" he heard Gobber say.

He quickly ran from the Gronckle and after his shield as it rolled away, but the dragon only seemed to have its sight set for him and him alone.

"Hiccup!" Jonah and Gobber both cry out.

The Gronckle pinned Hiccup to the wall, opening its mouth to fire a shot at him. Hiccup closed his eyes and prepared himself for the blast, but at the last minute, a deafening _BOOM!_ exploded near his head. He looked up to see that the Gronckle was flying away.

But he noticed something else. It was flying uncontrollably, almost as if...

"W-whoa! Ah! Easy! Easy!"

Hiccup gasped as he saw who was on the Gronckle. "Jonah?! What are you doing?"

"I'm trying–whoa!–to guide it...back to the cage!" Jonah have a hard grunt as he sit on the dragon's back, pulling on its head as if it were reins. The dragon shook wildly, so much so that as it flew upside down, Jonah lost his footing and clung on for Odin's life.

"Get that thing down here!" Gobber shouted up, just as shocked as the rest of the teens.

"I'm trying!" Jonah called back. He then said softly, "Easy, girl... Easy..."

Hiccup noticed that the Gronckle seemed to visibly relax. Jonah pulled again, directing it rightside-up, directing it towards the cage. The moment it neared, Jonah jumped off, crying out as he landed on the floor.

As soon as the dragon flew in, Gobber shut the cage. "That's it, you overgrown sausage!"

Jonah sat up, his head spinning slightly. "Head rush... I have a head rush..." He put a hand to his head to stop the room from spinning.

"Jonah!" Hiccup ran to his side and knelt down in front of him. "You alright, kid? How many fingers am I holding up?"

"Uh... Four?"

Hiccup looked at his three fingers. "Close enough." He then proceeded to smack him on his head. "What were you thinking?"

"I wasn't!" Jonah said. "I saw Mea– uh, the Gronckle attack, and I just the first thing that came to my mind!"

"And it was awesome!" Ruffnut said. "Dude, that was pretty cool."

"Yeah! It was so cool, it makes the stuff we do look lame," Tuffnut added.

"Don't encourage him!" Hiccup said, a bit aggravated.

"Relax, you'll get another chance," Gobber said, hobbling up to them. "That was fine work, there Jonah. How'd you do that?"

"Oh, uh... I learned it back home." He used Hiccup to support himself. The earth still seemed to spin.

"Really?" Astrid said with a glare, not really liking the fact that someone so small could pull off something she couldn't do.

"Uh-huh. We have a different way of dragon training than you do. I can't really talk about it, but it helps to, uh, make it easier to escape from dragons."

"Why escape dragons?" Snotlout said, acting as if he just said something blatantly stupid and obvious. "Just kill them."

"You can't really fight if you're dead, can you?" Jonah countered. He took a step forward and limped, groaning.

"Jonah! You okay?"

"I-I think I scraped my knee." He pulled up his blue skirt and brown leggings, and sure enough, an awful scrape showed, and blood seeped to the floor.

"That looks serious," Fishlegs said. "You should go to Gothi.

Hiccup had a better idea, but he wasn't going to mention it. "Sure. Come on, Jonah."

"Okay." Using his arm to support himself, Jonah hopped on one leg to the exit. "Oh, wait, my sketchbook."

Hiccup bent over to pick it up, not noticing a slip of paper fall from its pages. "Here."

As the left the arena, they heard Gobber say, "I don't believe the kid's got some way to immobilize dragons. Remember this, class: dragons will always, _always_, go for the kill."

* * *

><p>Jonah gasped loudly as Hiccup wrapped the gauze over his knee. Sunspot purred nervously on the table, but he just brushed it off with a smile.<p>

"This is the second time in two days you've gotten yourself hurt," Hiccup noted. "And both were because of me." He slowed down a bit, guilt eating him.

"No both were because of me," Jonah promised. "I spoke up against Stoick, and I jumped in the Gronckle. If I didn't save you, then Gobber would've."

Hiccup shook his head. "I swear, you're going to be the death of me before this is over."

"That's what you always say!" Jonah said, seeming proud of the fact.

Hiccup only rolled his eyes with a a grin. "Still, something's bothering me."

"Is it what Gobber said, about dragons always going for the kill?"

"Yeah." He stood up and paced around the room. "I mean, Sunspot definitely didn't, and neither did the Night Fury. So who didn't it?"

Jonah shrugged, though he already knew the answer. "I'm definitely not gonna tell you."

"Well, I know that." Hiccup pondered about it a bit more before saying, "I'm going to go out again. Can you stay here? Please?"

"I don't think I could move if I wanted to," Jonah said, slouching in the big chair in front of the fireplace. "I'll be fine. I promise."

"For some reason, the words 'I'll be fine' seem to hold the opposite meaning in this family."

* * *

><p>Hiccup retraced his path from the day before. He found the discarded bola, in shreds. He followed the direction the Night Fury and its hatchling flew off to, but what bothered him was that the dragon was stumbling. Maybe it was hurt.<p>

He continued on his oath until he came across a gap in between two rocks. He placed himself in it and his eyes fell upon a peaceful cove with green grass and a wide lake. "Well, this was stupid," he realized. What was he doing looking for the dragon in the ground?

But as he looked down, he saw something black and shiny. He picked it up, balancing it in his hands. A scale.

It didn't seem to be a mystery as to what dragon the scale belonged to as something streaked through the air and past Hiccup, startling the young Viking. He fell to his rump, and when he saw what it was, sat up again.

The Night Fury was right there. It clawed at the stone wall, not seeing Hiccup. Then it stumbled and fell down to the ground, next to the hatchling. Hiccup watched as the Night Fury again tried to fly up, then fell. He got closer, hoping to get a closer look. When the dragon blasted at the ground. Hiccup took the opportunity to sketch it out.

"Why don't you just...fly away?" he wondered out loud. For a moment, he wished he had Jonah with him to explain, then realized he didn't need to. He used a sleeve to erase the dragon's left tailfin.

The hatchling whimpered worryingly, and the the elder dragon purred, as if comforting the young one. Hiccup didn't have to be Jonah to know what they were saying. But still, he couldn't help but feel a little guilty. It was his fault the dragon lost its tailfin, after all.

Unfortunately, he was so engrossed in his on thoughts that he didn't notice the charcoal stick slip from his fingers. He scrambled for it, but in the end, it fell into the cove, making a clattering sound.

Both dragons looked up, and both had different reaction. The hatchling bounced around in circles excitedly, but Hiccup's attention was on the bigger Night Fury. The two looked at each other in a wide, unblinking stare.

* * *

><p>Hiccup returned to the house after eating at the Great Hall. It was raining, and the thunder and lighting flashed the house. He shook the water from his hair and took off his vest to wring it out.<p>

"Jonah? You okay?" He had brought an extra plate for him. He took a little longer than he thought, with reading the Dragon Manual and whatnot. Then he saw that the seat in front of the fireplace was empty.

He climbed up the stairs and as he went to his room, he heard heavy breathing. He opened the door to his room and was greeted by the sight of a figure curled up tightly in blankets, covering his head.

"Jonah?"

The heavy breathing stopped. The figure fumbled for a moment before saying, "Dad?" Jonah pulled the covers from his face and Hiccup saw tear stains on his cheeks, and his eyes looked red and puffy.

_Oh, gods, what happened?! _Hiccup thought. "Jonah, what's wrong! Are you okay?" Abandoning the food on his desk, he sat next to Jonah on the bed. Sunspot burrowed his head out of the tangled mess of blankets.

"Y-yeah, I'm oka–"

_BOOM!_

Thunder shook the house and a flash of lighting brightened the room. Jonah yelled and wrapped his arms around Hiccup's, squeezing his eyes shut and pulling the blankets even close to him.

Hiccup suddenly realized what was wrong. _He's scared of the storm._ He thought back to when Jonah, the little boy who beat up Snotlout, also blindly jumped on a dragon earlier that day. Jonah was the kind of child that was so extreme, that it was hard to remember that he was still that: a child.

He wasn't too sure how to handle this. His own father never really helped him with his fears, he only told him to man up. As he few older, Hiccup promised himself that if he ever had kids, he would tray them fairly. Now he had that chance.

What if Jonah was here for more than just a wish? What if he was here for Hiccup to have that chance, the chance to raise a son? He smiled a little, and, without even realizing it, truly acted as a father for the first time since meeting Jonah.

"You don't have to be scared, you know," he said as he felt Jonah trembling against him. "The rain can't really hurt you."

"Y-yeah, but...but Gobber one t-told me st-stories about...about m-monsters that live in–"

_CRASH!_

"Ah!" Jonah trembled and wrapped his arms tightly around Hiccup's torso. When he realized how tight, he released his grip a bit, but not entirely. "S-sorry."

"It's fine," Hiccup said. He almost decided against it, but he ran his hand over Jonah's head, ruffling his hair. He saw that Jonah seemed to visibly relax.

They both of them laid down on the bed, with Jonah hoarding most of the blankets. Hiccup wasn't even sure where he got most of them from.

"I'm such a b-baby," Jonah said softly. He looked tired, and he shivered not from the storm, but from the cold.

Hiccup, of course, knew what Jonah was he was talking about when he mentioned Gobber. Gobber would tell stories that he thought were cheery, but really scared the living daylight a out of him. No doubt future-Gobber did the same thing to Jonah.

In the end, Hiccup pulled the little joy close to his chest, and Jonah slowly drifted off to sleep. He had heard from Fishlegs that his mother used to sing him to sleep, and since Hiccup wasn't much of a singer, he hummed a simple tune.

Then, Jonah whispered something that Hiccup almost didn't catch. Almost. "What?" he said. "Jonah, what'd you say?"

When Jonah didn't say anything, he heard soft snoring. Jonah had fallen asleep. The storm still thundered outside, but Jonah was as peaceful as can be. Even Sunspot was curled up next to him.

Hiccup had a little bit of difficulty falling asleep, mostly from Jonah's last words before he closed his eyes.

_"I love you, Dad..."_


	9. The Son's Mother

It was common knowledge that Astrid didn't really trust people—or anyone, for that matter—and that was something that Jonah wanted to change. His first thought was to tell her the truth about himself, but that would only make things worse than they already were. The only people who seemed to trust Jonah were Hiccup, Gobber, and Fishlegs, with a few others.

And the next morning, earlier than usual, Jonah woke up, left his father a note, quickly fed Sunspot, and left to the forest.

Once he did, his first thought was to see Toothless, then decided against it. He wouldn't want to have the dragon's mind on two curious humans rather than one, and why this one smelled too similar to the other.

So instead, he decided to "go for a walk" and "accidenlty" come across Astrid in her secret training circle. Her training circle was a place where Jonah and his mother would train sometimes. He knew exactly where it was, too.

He followed the familiar-yet-unfamiliar path, and sure enough, over a rock, Astrid was swinging her axe at targets, prying it off, then ducking and swinging at another. The training circle was really just that, a circle of clean, clear grass.

"Hi, Astrid!" Jonah said after Astrid had stopped for a moment to catch her breath.

Astrid looked up, saw the boy waving at her, and groaned. "Great. How did you find this place?"

Jonah slid down a rock that lead to her. "I was taking a walk this morning and I went pretty far from the village, then I came across this place!" He looked around. "It's pretty here. I like the scenery."

Astrid huffed. "Well, the scenery isn't why I come here." She threw her axe at another target. Before she could go get it, Jonah jogged ahead, and, with a bit of difficulty, pried it off. She leered at him. "Who are you?" she said.

Jonah smiled at her as he hoisted the axe over his shoulder. "My name is Jonah, I'm 10 years old. I have a younger sister named Ingrid who's two years old, my mom is pregnant with another baby, my dad is here on the island, I can wrestle down dragons that are roughly my size and a little bit bigger, I can almost understand what dragons are saying, and I'm allergic to blue oleanders and rose hips. Any other questions?" The axe on his shoulder gave way, and he let out a cry as he fell to his back, the axe landing on its side. he let out a laughter. "That was fun."

Astrid blinked. She did _not_ expect Jonah to just willingly give that sort of information out like that, so personal. Wasn't he worried that she might use it against him? "Why'd you tell me this?" she asked, crossing her arms.

Jonah stood back up and held the axe more carefully. "Because you think I'm a spy from another village sent to infiltrate you," he said, as if it were obvious. When he saw Astrid's look, he said, "I know this because you have the kind of personality where you don't trust anyone, not even your own people." He then threw the axe over his shoulder, and, without even looking, hit a target in the center.

"Who _are_ you?" she said, though this time, it was more with fascination than with suspicion.

Smiling again, he waved his arms in a direction and said, "Here, follow me."

* * *

><p>Jonah led Astrid to the beach where Hiccup had first found him. It was just the same as they had left it.<p>

"Why are we here?" Astrid asked, looking at it with boredom. In reality, she was entranced by the pure beauty of it. The crashing waves on the rocky shoreline actually seemed to soothe her, and she was surprised that this place wasn't as obliterated as the rest of the island. She didn't even know this secluded beach even _existed._

"This is where Hiccup found me," Jonah said. He pointed in a vague direction. "Somewhere over there. He woke me up, and I got scared because I didn't know where I was."

"Scared?" Astrid repeated.

"Yeah. I was scared. So what?" He looked at her with a look of confusion.

"Well it's just that, fear isn't something so..." She sat down on a rock, and Jonah sat next to her, looking out at the rising sun.

"Vikingly?" Jonah guessed. "But so what? You can't _not_ be scared of anything. It's physically impossible. Everyone is afraid of something, whether it be losing a family member, heights, the dark, dragons, or just about anything." He turned to face her. "What are _you_ afraid of, Astrid?"

Astrid was about to retort that she didn't have anything to fear, that she was Hofferson. But as she thought about what Jonah just said, she realized, what was she afraid of? Was it losing her parents? Was it how far the sea was from sheer cliffs? The pitch black that winter nights brought? She didn't know.

So of course, she responded with a scoff and said, "That's smart of you to say, kid, but I'm a Hofferson. I'm not scared of anything." Jonah only continued to smile; it was starting to tick her off.

"It's okay if you don't know," he said, turning back to face the water. "My mom is afraid of losing me and my sister. And she's the toughest warrior back home." He thought for a moment. "Well, stubborn, too, but that's more of a family trait."

"Where are you from?" she asked, surprised that she can have such idle conversation.

"I can't tell you that," Jonah said. "I promised my dad I would keep it a secret until the time is right."

She scoffed again. "And you wonder why I don't trust you."

"Yes, I do. Am I threatening you? Am I bribing you? Am I holding you hostage for information? Did I lead you to a trap? Did I not just tell you personal information that only Hiccup knows about because i trust him more than anyone else on the island?"

"Hiccup..." she said to herself. Then out loud, "Why Hiccup?"

"What do you mean?" He looked at her again.

"Well, you're hanging out with the village runt, and you don't seem to know it. Not that i recommend hanging out with Snotlout."

Jonah nodded. "Yeah, Snotlout's only good at two things. Being annoying."

"And the other?" Jonah only raised an eyebrow at her until it clicked into her brain, and she couldn't help but give a small laugh. "Alright, I'll give you that one, dragon boy. But you still haven't answered my question."

He shrugged. "He reminds me of my dad," he said. "When my dad was younger, he was a runt, too. No one thought he would ever amount to anything. But one day, he actually saved the village from a dragon the size of a mountain, and he became a hero." He smiled. "I wanna be just like him when I grow up!"

"Hm..." Astrid had her reasons to be suspicious. A boy just showing out of nowhere without telling anyone where he's from? Suspicious, indeed. Yet, the more she thought about it, the more she couldn't help but thing think that she was _wrong_, which she refused to accept.

Jonah let out a yawn. "I'm kinda tired. The storm last night kept me up. I think I'm gonna head back and sleep a little bit more."

As he got up to walk away, Astrid took a moment to ask, "Why would the storm scare you?"

He shrugged. "I don't like loud noises," was all he said before he walked away. "See you later, Astrid! I'm sure we'll be good friends someday!"

Astrid stayed behind a little bit longer, thinking over everything. Was she really scared of something? She couldn't think of anything. But still, she couldn't help but think that something was so familiar about Jonah. What was it?

His name? His clothes? The way he looks? Definitely the last one. Maybe she'd seen his father somewhere before? She couldn't remember. Jonah looked familiar, yet was someone else at the same time. She decided to ask about it later. Maybe Jonah wasn't such a bad person, after all.

As she left, a figure watched, hidden in the shadows. He let out a deep chuckle before dissipating into nothing.

* * *

><p><strong>Yes, this chapter is shorter than most others, but two or three chapters ago, I wanted a moment between Astrid and Jonah, and the idea for this came out. I don't really like it, but it was the best I could do.<strong>

**Also, who can figure out who the mysterious figure is? I'll take guesses! Not that I'll say who's right or wrong, I just want to see how creative you people are.**

**-Litwick723**


	10. The Rider's Clubhouse

Astrid was beyond angry. Hiccup wasn't even _trying_ to get in the act with the Deadly Nadder, and it irritated her. How would they win the war if she was surrounded by incompetent idiots?

"Is this some kind of joke you?" she scolded Hiccup who lay on the ground. "Our parents' war is about to become ours. Figure out which side you're on." She caught a sense of movement and looked up. She saw Jonah and when she made eye contact with him, he looked away.

She looked down at Hiccup again. She could see the boot print from where she stepped on his face to pry the axe out of his shield. She couldn't believe what she was about to do.

Hiccup was about to stand up when he saw someone offer their hand to him.

"Well?" Astrid said. "Are you gonna just stay there like mud on the ground or do you want to be bipedal again?"

Hiccup shook his confusion away and nervously took her hand, pulling himself up with it. He was about to speak when she interrupted him by saying, "I need to spell with you. Alone." She marched out of the arena, the other teens watching her leave.

"Cool," was all Ruffnut had to say.

Jonah left Gobber's side and followed his parents from the arena. They didn't go far, just out of earshot from everyone else. He hid behind a building as he heard the two of them talk.

"Listen, Astrid," Hiccup said, rubbing his hands together. "I just... I mean, I was... What I mean is..."

"I'm sorry."

Hiccup looked up, not sure if he heard correctly. "What?"

"I'm not saying it again," Astrid snapped, crossing her arms.

He nodded, putting his hands up in surround. "Right, right. So, um... For what?"

Astrid sighed. "I know that Jonah didn't come here to look for his dad. He came here to look for you."

"Uh..." Hiccup wasn't too sure how to respond to that.

"And I'm...apologizing..." She visibly cringed at the word. "...because you're right for once. He is just a kid."

Hiccup nodded. "Okay, um... I'm not...not sure how to respond to that."

"Ugh. Goodbye." Hiccup watched as Astrid stomped away, but there seemed to be something less intimidating about it. Usually whenever he got an earful from her, her stomps were more ferocious. These seemed more calming for some reason.

Hiccup only gave a heavy sigh as he leaned on the building, wondering what in Hel's name just happened. Eventually, he decided that it was best to not question it. "You can come out now, Jonah," he said.

Jonah peeked his head out from around the corner, and it took all of Hiccup's power to not laugh at the sheepish look on his face. "Sorry," he said.

In the end, Hiccup only chuckled and shook his head. This kid was really something. But he thought back to what Astrid said in the ring. What side was he on, then? The Vikings' side, who were all about killing and being the best out of everyone? Or the dragons' side, who were dangerous animals and might just be as human as dragons can get?

"Dad," Jonah said. "It doesn't matter what side you choose. Just do the right choices that will help the both of them."

At this, Hiccup couldn't help but smile at the boy's wisdom. "Thanks, Jonah. I needed that." The two of them began to walk back to the house.

"You shouldn't have,"Jonah said. "_You_ taught me that."

The two of them entered the house. Hiccup wanted nothing more than to just be lazy after today, but he had something much more important in mind. "It's a good we keep a shield in the house," he said to himself.

"Can I go with you this time?" Jonah asked as he watched him from his kneeling position on the chair, Sunspot perched on his head.

"I don't know... The Night Fury didn't attack me the last time I saw it, but that doesn't mean that it won't."

"Then you're gonna need a dragon expert, huh?" Jonah added with a wink.

Hiccup sighed. "Fine, but under two circumstances. First, if there's any sign of trouble, I want you to run straight back here. Not to Gobber, not in the forest, here. Got it?"

"Got it." Jonah stepped off the chair and grabbed his bag. "Come on, let's go!" He ran to the door, but let out a "gak!" when Hiccup grabbed him by his neck collar and pulled him back so that he can look at him.

"And second, I don't want you help me tame this thing. If I'm gonna be this so-called Dragon Trainer, I want to learn the ropes myself. Got it?"

"Okay, okay! Let's go!" And with that, the two of them went out the back door, following the path that led to the cove. Before the did, though, Hiccup grabbed two fish and put them in Jonah's bag. Then they set off.

The two of them walked in silence, and Hiccup realized three things at one point. The first, Sunspot was no longer with them, and instead, opted to scurry from branch to branch in the trees above them. The second, he was following Jonah rather than the other way around. The third, they weren't headed for the cove.

"H-hey, wait a moment!" Hiccup said. "Jonah, the cove's that way." He pointed to the opposite direction.

"I know!" Jonah said over his shoulder. "I just wanna check out the old clubhouse first! I haven't seen it since I got here and I want to see what it looks like in this time!"

Hiccup's eyes widened. He hurried to catch up to him. "You know about the clubhouse?" he asked in disbelief.

Jonah hung on tight to a boulder as he climbed over it. "Of course! In my time, all of the kids like to hang around it. We call ourselves Junior Troopers! I'm the president, Freya is the Vice President, Rube provides food, and Uncle Jack..." He paused. "Never mind."

Hiccup sighed. It seemed that even Jonah had a habit of rambling on and on until it eventually got him into trouble, but it seemed that he actually knew when to stop talking. "But it's so rundown by now. How in Odin's name is it renovated?"

"Same way you rule as Chief," Jonah said. He reached the base of a tree and pulled the bark away, revealing a hidden tunnel. "Determination!" He swung his feet inside and climbed down the makeshift ladder. "Ew! There's bugs down here!"

Hiccup only laughed as he got over the initial shock of seeing Jonah so calmly discover this hiding place. He followed in after him, making sure to not get his clothes infected by insects.

At the bottom of the pit was a small room. The only things in it were a table, a lamp, and a shelf for books. That was it. Sunspot entered and ignited the lamp, which, to Hiccup's surprise, still carried oil.

"Wow," Jonah said. "It's so much smaller."

"Smaller?" Hiccup repeated. It didn't really seem so small to him. It was about the same size of his room, and it wasn't really so deep underground, just by a few feet so someone young and small can climb under.

"I wonder..." Hiccup walked over to a bushel of weeds and fishes through them. He pulled out a few scraps of paper until he eventually found a wooden sword. "I can't believe it! It's still here!

"Dad?" Jonah wondered over to his side. "Dad, what is that?"

"It's... It was a present," Hiccup said. "It was the first thing I could remember that Stoick ever got me." He sighed. "In a way, it's the last thing he got me, too. Something from the heart, anyway."

Jonah looked at the wooden sword. It was torn apart from time. The rope holding the two sections of wood together was snapped off, and half of its skin was peeled away, looking more like a thin stick rather than an old toy.

"Jonah..." Hiccup said softly. "Can you tell me more about me? In the future?"

Jonah raised his eyebrows in surprise. "Why?"

Hiccup sat in front of the table. There were no chairs, so he just sat on the ground. "It's just... I'm still finding it hard to believe that you're my son. There's still this doubt in my chest, and I want to get rid of it. Can you tell me more about your time?"

Jonah smiled. Sunspot jumped out of his grasp and settled for sitting in the table.

Jonah recounted what he could without giving away the big things. There was Valka and his mother, of course. Then Mr. Eret and Ms. Heather and Uncle Jack and Star and the leg and Cloudjumper...

It was actually a lot easier than it sounded.

Hiccup smiled a the end of it. "A Boneknapper, huh?"

Jonah nodded. "Yeah. Skully is really nice, and she even lets you play with her babies if she likes you."

"Who does she not like?" Hiccup asked.

"The twins," they said at the same time. "Of course," Hiccup added after.

Jonah looked up to the dirt ceiling. "We should probably go now. I want to see Toothless before we have to go to the fire tonight at the catapults.

"One question," Hiccup said as he followed Jonah up the ladder. "Why is exactly is he called 'Toothless'?"

"It's self-explanatory!" Jonah called from up above.

Hiccup rolled his eyes in a playful manner before stepping out. They covered the entrance with the bark again, making it safe from animals and humans alike, and walked back towards the cove. Sunspot took a trek from branch to branch, occasionally letting out a trill.

"But why would Torch be so jealous, then?" Hiccup asked.

"Torch is just a baby, and Toothless felt like he was being replaced with all the attention you were giving him, just like any other siblings would."

Hiccup nodded. "Okay, next question. Was it really _Dad_ who named it Torch?"

"Yep."

"Alright. Oh, what about the Screaming Death?"

"Yes, what about the Screaming Death, boy?"

The both of them paused. They turned around and saw Mildew walking up to them. In the branches, Sunspot whimpered softly as it stay hidden.

"Tell me, tell me, what is the deal with this 'Screaming Death' you speak of?" Mildew said. "It seems quite suspicious to be speaking of dragons with such advert."

"Um... We were just..." Jonah stuttered out.

"What he means is," Hiccup said. "We were just...talking about dragons because...it's best to be prepared, right?"

"Prepared?" Mildew repeated, raising an eyebrow at him. "And pray tell, prepare for what?"

"Uh..." Out of the corner of his eye, as Mildew advances towards him, Hiccup saw Jonah reaching into on of the pouches he had around his belt. He carried some kind of powder, and he also out on gloves. "Prepare to...come across a dragon?"

Jonah spread the powder on the ground, then did it again, only this time, in Mildew's general area.

"And what exactly would you do if a dragon came?" Mildew said, his voice low and ominous.

"I know what I'd do," Jonah said. "DUCK!"

Hiccup immediately hit the floor, tripping over his own feet as he did. But it proved accomplished when a growl and roar came speeding through the forest. A black blue plowed the ground near Mildew before standing up in its self. The Gronckle sniffed ciliary before making a beeline for the old man.

Mildew quickly stereos out of the way, but he Gronckle turned and charged at him again.

"Gah!" Mildew ran fast for an old man, and as the Gronckle trailed after him, he shouted, "Don't think I'm done with you, lad! I'll get the answers I seek! That boy will be the end of all us! Including you! Say goodbye to your future, boy!"

His voices fainted away as the area became silent. On the nearest tree, Sunspot climbed his way down before landing himself on Jonah's shoulder.

"Dad!" Jonah hissed, in case there were any more eavesdroppers nearby. "Dad! Are you okay?"

Hiccup gasped for breath, his life flashing before his eyes. Again. "Yeah... Yeah, I'm fine, I just...didn't expect that." His heart races a million miles an hour, just like it always did in this situation. "What... What was that?"

"Gronckle powder." Jonah helped him to his feet. "Spread it into the air and they can smell it from miles away. You use it to help with raids. It's basically dragon nip for Gronckles, but with a serious kick. Let's go!"

"Just give me a minute..." Hiccup said. "I need to...catch my breath..."

* * *

><p>The two of them continued on their way to the cove. Hiccup looked back and forth between the path and Jonah. He saw a familiar look on his face. One of guilt. "Stop," he said.<p>

"What? But the cove is right there."

"I know, but I feel like we need to talk first," Hiccup said. He motioned for him to sit next to a rock. "What's going on, Jonah?"

"Nothing?" Jonah said, confused as to what he was talking about.

"I know that loo anywhere, kid," Hiccup continued. "Talk. Something's bothering you, what is it?"

Jonah gave a resigned sigh. "It's what Mildew said. What if... What if me being here changes the future for the worst? What if I'll never be born or the war never ends?"

Hiccup sighed, not sure what to say to help him with this. "First off, you can't worry about the future," he started. "Mildew's always like that, you can't believe what he says."

"But I–"

"Listen Jonah," Hiccup interrupted. "Did I ever tell you the story about thenDeadly Nadder in your time?"

Jonah racked his memory. "I... I think so."

Hiccup nodded. "Well, when I was your age, I was in here, the forest, when there was an earthquake," he said. "I was scared. There was an avalanche of rocks coming down the mountain and they were headed right for me. I managed to escape and I hid in a hole for a few hours until the rocks stopped. But by the time it did, the rocks blocked the entrance. I thought I was going to die in there.

"But what I didn't know was that there was a Deadly Nadder inside the cave, a family of them. It was the first time I ever saw a baby dragon. The Nadders seemed to know what was going on and rammed their heads to the collapsed entrance. I thought they were aiming at me until the entrance collapsed. One of them reached over to me and took me by my collar in its mouth. I thought it was going to take me away.

"But instead, it flew me to the border of the village, where no one saw it. It let me go, then it flew away with the others. At first, I thought I was crazy thinking that a dragon saved my life. When I told that to my father, he thought I was being delusional. It was the only time I've seen him look so worried for me. And of course, he punished me later."

Jonah stayed silent, engrossed in his father's tale.

"But that day, I wanted nothing than ever to make the war end. I wanted to be the one to do it, not for glory or fame or popularity. I wanted to do it so that I could maybe see if dragons were nice creatures." He looked down at Sunspot. "My point is, I was scared that I would alter history even worse, especially since I didn't know what would happen. But I told myself, 'if it's for the greater good, then it's worth it.' Tell me Jonah, is what we're doing right now for the greater good?"

Jonah almost didn't answer as he was still thinking of the story. "Y-yeah! Of course it is!"

Hiccup smiled. "Then why are you so worried about changing it?"

Why _was_ he so worried about changing it? Everything was going well so far. And even if it weren't, he could find a way to bring it to the right path. He just needed to be brave and strong, just like his father.

Hiccup knew he had gotten through when Jonah stood up, a broad smile on his face. "Right!" he cried out. "No more weeping! We have a Night Fury to tame, and after that, a tailfin to make!" He quickly clamped a hand over his mouth.

"Tailfin?" Hiccup questioned as he trailed after him again.

Jonah sighed. "I'll tell you later. I can see the cove! Quick, the shield."

Hiccup placed the shield in front of him as Jonah took the two fish out of his bag. "Why two?" he asked.

"For the other one," he put simply.

"Other one?"

"Shh!"

Hiccup tossed one fish over the shield, but nothing came out. He tried to push onward, but the shooed stuck. He crawled underneath it to pry it off, but it was as stuck as glue. "Perfect."

"I swear, you're a magnet for accidents," Jonah muttered under his breath. He followed him under, the both of them clutching their fish when they heard a soft growl from behind them. They turned around and, sure enough, the Night Fury was staring right at them.

But what shocked Jonah was the second Night Fury. A familiar Night Fury.

"Sleek?"

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter, finally! Yeah, sorry for not updating for a while. Though, things are heating up here! Not only had Jonah made an enemy out of Mildew, but Sleek has joined the party! <strong>

**Also, some of you people have really creative guesses as to who the mysterious figure is. Some guessed Alvin, others Drago. One of you even guessed Mr. 5, an author who makes in appearance in another one of my stories, Six Movies, Seven Heroes. I'm here to say that it's none of them. I'll still take guesses, though? Let your imagination run wild! I want to see how creative you people get.**
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	11. The Dragon's Bond

Two dragons. _Two_ dragons. TWO. As in, another one. As in, a second Night Fury. As in, Jonah's dragon from the future.

He was right there. Sleek saw him and trilled happily. He was about to pounce to him when Toothless bit his tail and lifted him up from the ground.

"Wh-what's he doing?" Hiccup asked, taking a step back, clutching the fish to his chest.

"He's putting his safety first," Jonah whispered, shocked that Sleek had arrived here in the past as well. "Holding them by their tail is like you pulling me by my collar."

Hiccup nodded, half-listening as the Night Fury set the hatchling down, scolded it, then turned its attention back to the human. It sniffed them, advancing.

"The fish," Jonah whispered again, nudging his father forward a little bit. "Give him the fish."

He stepped forward as the dragon neared as well, but then it back up, hissing and snarling its teeth at the two of them. Hiccup stepped back, startled, until he realized what was wrong. He reached into his vest as Jonah opened his mouth to explain, and the dragon snarled and growled again at the movement.

"It's okay..." he said slowly, taking the knife and dropping it onto the floor. "See? I'm not gonna hurt you."

The dragon didn't approve enough and jarred its head towards the lake.

"He said he wants you to get rid of it completely," Jonah whispered from behind Hiccup so that Toothless couldn't hear.

Again, Hiccup nodded, using his foot to kick it onto his toes the tossed it into the lake, plopping with a...plop. The affect was immediate.

The smaller dragon looked from under the wings of Toothless, back and forth between his father and his surrogate brother. Eventually, it lightly prodded to step forward, only to be nipped by its tail again and dragged backward. Toothless huffed at him and edged forward warily. Hiccup tentatively held the first fish out to him. He received quite a surprise when it opened its mouth again to accept the fish.

"Toothless?" he said. "But... I thought I saw–" In one swift motion, Toothless snapped his jaws, took the fish, and swallowed it in three bites, licking his maw. "–teeth."

Jonah giggled, but his attentions direct to Sleek. His dragon was really here! His best friend!

With Sunspot perched on his back, Jonah knelt down and placed his hands on the ground, losing his bipedal stance. Toothless seemed to recognize this form, leaning closer to him than he did to Hiccup, so close that his breath ruffled the boy's hair.

"Jonah..." Hiccup said softly, his eyes widening in shock.

"Shh..." Jonah whispered, letting Toothless back up. Then his gaze trailed to the fish in his hand. Jonah gingerly picked the fish up and pointed it in Sleek's direction. The dragon recognized it as the silent command to come, and he happily did.

Without any hesitation, Sleek carefully took the fish from Jonah's outstretched hand, tossed it in the air, fell on his back, and caught the fish in its mouth, chewing and swallowing. Toothless nudged the youngling by his snout, pushing him slightly to help him up. Once Sleek was finished with his fish, he turned to Jonah again, sniffing him as he leaned close just like Toothless did. He squealed and licked Jonah's cheek, indicating a laugh from the boy. Sunspot jumped off and trilled, laughing a dragon's laugh.

Unable to resist, Jonah sat back and wrapped his arms around the dragon. "I missed you, bud..." he said softly, Sleek trilling with glee.

Hiccup stared, astounded, until he realized that the bigger Night Fury, Toothless, was advancing on him. He stared with narrowed eyes, as if determining if Hiccup was a threat or not. Seeing how he had simply left Jonah alone, his son wasn't a threat. "Uhh... Jonah?"

Jonah looked up from his wrestling match with the slightly bigger—but most definitely heavier—dragon, seeing Toothless prowling openly like he was advancing on his prey. "Just let him come to you," he said, pinned underneath the dragon before kicking his foot out and holding his grip on the dragon's tail. "Ha! Gotcha!" Sunspot watched from a distance as to avoid being squished.

Hiccup didn't know what was more frightening to him at the moment: the fact that the unholy offspring of lightening and death itself was backing him to a rock, or the fact that his son from the future was wrestling playfully with said offspring's offspring as if it were an everyday thing.

His thoughts were distracted when he looked at Toothless again, sniffing him. "I don't have any more...!" he said weakly, pressing against the rock. Toothless leaned over him and his face contorted. He gagged and spit something out on Hiccup's lap. The head of the fish he ate.

"Ugh." Hiccup looked down at the fish, then up at Toothless. The dragon sat back, turning his head to check on Sleek for a moment. Both he and Jonah were on all fours, leering at each other before tackling each other to the ground.

Hiccup watched from behind, surprised. All this time in the village, Jonah acted and looked like a human, but here? He was on all fours, he gave strange growls and grunts, he laughed when Sleek would tackled him and lick his face. Now Jonah was more dragon than human. Was that how he could understand them so easily?

Once again, Toothless turned to face them, and Hiccup went stiff. The dragon looked at the fish and him, and Hiccup didn't need Jonah to realize what he wanted. With a heavy sigh, he brought the regurgitated fish up to his mouth and took a hesitant bite. He made sure to remind himself to wash his mouth out with soap later. He tried to hand the rest to Toothless, but the dragon only made a swilling motion. Resigning, Hiccup swallowed, shivering at the severe distaste. When Toothless smacked his lip, Hiccup gave a smile.

Imagine his surprise when Toothless attempted a smile as well. Hiccup set the fish aside and tried to reach up to touch his snout, just like how Jonah did with Sunspot, but Toothless lost his attempted smile and unsheathed his teeth, growling. He turned around and walked up to Jonah and Sleek, taking the dragon by the tail again before flying off to the other side of the cove, curling up around Sleek to sleep.

"Aw..." Jonah said, standing up. He noticed his father edge closer, to fascinated to stay away. He grinned to himself. Even in the past, his father went up to new dragons without thinking of the consequences. Typical.

He sat with Sunspot on his lap, then laughed quietly go himself when Toothless snapped at Hiccup before crawling away, Sleek still in his grasp. It was a good thing that they sleep, actually, he could see that Sleek was falling asleep already.

Hiccup sighed as he sat next to him, a small smile on his face. "I never knew how amazing dragons could be," was all he said.

Jonah nodded, looking as Toothless, with Sleek wrapped in his wings, hung from a tree to sleep like a bat. "Sleek is my dragon," he said. "He must've come from the future, too."

"Sleek?" Hiccup repeated. "You mean the Night Fury hatchling?"

"He's my age, so he's not really a hatchling," Jonah answered. "But yes. Everyday, Sleek and I wrestle for fun. Sometimes I win, sometimes he wins."

Hiccup nodded. "H-hey, Jonah? I noticed that you didn't... Well... I notice that you didn't act...exactly..._human_ just now."

Jonah nodded, a sheepish smile on his face as he turned away. Was he blushing? "Um, yeah. I always spend more time with dragons than with people. This one time, there was a storm while I was at the clubhouse and I got lost. The dragons in the forest helped me. It wasn't until a week later when you and Mom finally found me. The dragons taught me to survive sense I was still small then."

Hiccup nodded. "Was this the storm that made you so scared of them in the first place?"

He looked down. "I know it's stupid, but I was really scared the first night. It was cold and I was hungry. If the Terrible Terrors hadn't found me, I probably would've died." Sunspot, hating to see his friend so distressed, curled into his lap and nibbled on his fingers. At this Jonah gave a small smile.

Hiccup smiled as well, seeing Jonah interact. The future... What else was the future like? He wished he could know more about it, but knowing too much would no doubt be a bad thing. "Can you tell me who your mother is now?" he asked, knowing what the answer would be.

Jonah thought about this before saying, "Later. After we eat, you're gonna work on Toothless's tailfin."

"Tailfin?" Jonah pointed to Toothless hanging on the tree, or more specifically, his tail coiled around the branch. "Oh, I get it. So he can fly again, right?"

"Exactly." Jonah yawned as he laid down on the grass. "I'll tell you...when the tail is done..." After a few minutes, Hiccup heard the boy snoring, and Sunspot was breathing lightly next to him.

He chuckled softly, thinking how blessed he was to have such a care-free son. Then the thought reached his brain. He was acting as if this boy was his son in this time period, not from the future. It was a blessing in disguise, he thought, having this boy in his life. He had such a bright future ahead of him, a beautiful wife in the portrait, two children, a connection with his father again.

As Hiccup looked over Jonah, he noticed that he was shivering a little. Without even thinking, Hiccup took off his best and placed it over Jonah, who then exhaled softly and stopped shivering. Hiccup say there, smiling, running his fingers softly through Jonah's hair. He didn't seem to mind at all.

After a while, Hiccup grabbed a stick and sat on a rock. He needed a way to pass the time until Toothless and Sleek woke up, and as always, drawing was the first thing that came to mind. The first thing he drew was Sunspot. It was a nice, detailed drawing. When he was done, he erased it with his foot and drew Jonah asleep. It was more difficult, he realized, drawing humans than it it to draw dragons, so e eventually gave up. Ten he decided to draw Toothless.

He was almost complete with the head when he felt a heavy breathe land on his shoulders. He didn't need to turn around to realize that Toothless had woken up. How such a giant animal moved quickly he would never understand. Sleek, it seemed, wasn't done sleeping, and as soon as he trudged up to Jonah, the boy instinctively set an arm on his snout, still asleep. Hiccup smiled at this, and the sound of a branch snapping brought his attention to turn around.

Toothless was dragging a tree branch in his teeth and was spinning in circles. Hiccup realized that he was trying to draw as well. A few times he was almost hit by the bushes, and once he was, but it seemed that the dragon was not yet satisfied. By the time he was, he sat happily, content in his work.

Yet all Hiccup could see was scribbles, but it didn't deter him from the fact that Toothless did this because _he_ did it. He walked to the edge to get a more aerial look, but Toothless suddenly growled at him. Looking down, Hiccup realized that he stepped on one of the lines of the scribble. _Who knew a dragon can be so sensitive? _he thought. Testing his theory a few times, he finally stepped over the line, earning no reaction. He did this again, and again, until he was doing a strange dance. He eventually reached the end, but only to bump into Toothless.

Nervously, Hiccup reached out to touch his snout, like Jonah did with Sunspot, but Toothless have another growl in warning. Instead, Hiccup decided to do something bold and stupid. He stuck his hand out, but he looked away. Hiccup saw three possible outcomes. The first, his arm will be ripped off; the second, his arm will be ignored.

Toothless chose the third: to press his snout into Hiccup's hand. Hiccup turned to face him and was surprised by how smooth and warm the dragon's scales were. Toothless stepped back, huffed, then left. He went over to Sleek, and seeing that he was so comfortable with the small human, let him be. He went back to his tree and went back to sleep.

Hiccup, meanwhile, stood there, looking at his hand with a wide smile. His future was looking bright for him, indeed.

* * *

><p><strong>Hope there's enough fluff to choke on. This is definetly one of my favorite chapters, but the next one I think will be my most favorite to write for this story, or all of my stories in general. Did you guys like this chapter? I had it in my head that since Jonah doesn't spend much time with humans as he does with dragons, he would be more dragon than human, like in those AUs when Hiccup is raised by dragons. That's sort of what I was going for, anyway. <strong>
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	12. The Rider's Song

_Berk, 5 years ago_

It was cold, the wind was blowing, and there wasn't a single speck of light in sight. The rain thundered down heavily, right into the makeshift roof Astrid made. She shuddered, rubbing her arms to try and keep warm.

_I'm so stupid,_ she thought. _Why did I think looking for rose hips was such a good idea? I'm even allergic to rose hips!_ She tried to move away, but a lightning bolt struck the ground in front of her, causing her to yell as the ground exploded. She gasped for breath, retreating into her cave further.

It wasn't really a cave. It was just a set of rocks perfectly aligned to keep the freaking-cold water from seeping into any cracks. She was shivering so much she could see her breath as she exhaled. Her teeth were chattering, her skin was blanched, and she was having difficulty staying awake. She couldn't go to sleep... Not yet. She'll die if she does.

"...stri..."

Then, like a sign from the gods, she heard someone. Who else would be stupid enough to travel in this weather?

"Ast...id...!" It was clearer, now. Someone was calling out to her. "Astri...!"

"H-h-h-hello?!" she shouted as loud as she could, her teeth chattering. "H-h-h-hello!"

In the midst of the heavy rainfall, she saw a small figure trumping over a hill. He was too small to be an adult, she realized, which meant...

You've got to be kidding me.

Astrid watched as Hiccup made her to her, the small boy coughing as he looked around his surroundings. "Astrid!" he shouted, looking around frantically.

Astrid could barely believe it. Hiccup came all the way into the forest just to find her? He could've died! "H-hic-c-c-cup!"

"As-Astrid!" Hiccup shivered as well, wrapping himself tighter in his wet blanket. "I-I f-f-found you! Co-come on, we need t-to get ou-ou-out of this-s s-storm!"

At this point, Astrid didn't care who saved her, she just wanted to get out of this mess. "H-how!"

Hiccup looked around, contemplated something for a moment, then said, "O-over the-there!" He grabbed Astrid's hand and pulled her up from her seating position, ignoring her protests. If she were at her full strength, she would've made him pay for grabbing her.

They continued through the forest a little bit longer, Astrid asking more than once where they were going. Either Hiccup couldn't these her or she was being ignored. The second option irritated her.

Finally, they came across the trunk of a tree. Hiccup looked at it for a moment, his fingers vibrating violently he tied to pry something off the tree.

"H-h-hiccup, what-what're you–" She stopped herself when the trunk ripped off, revealing a secret entrance inside the tree.

"J-jump!" Hiccup shouted. Astrid was too cold to resist. She jumped inside, surprised that it was only about three feet deep into the ground. She crawled into a tunnel and the pounding rain outside muffled as Hiccup set the secret covering back, following after her.

Astrid found herself in a small room, with nothing but a few blankets and a lit lantern. "I-is some-one l-living h-h-here?" she asked, the cold finally ceasing a little.

"Y-yep," Hiccup said, draping a dry blanket over Astrid's shoulders. "M-me."

She looked up at him in surprise, but decided that she was too cold to ask anymore questions. He heaped a second blanket and tossed it to her, and took the last one for himself. Astrid realized that while she had two blankets, Hiccup only had one. She sighed before she scooted closer to him, draping him with a portion of the blankets.

"What-what are you..."

"Sh-shut up," she said, before turning to face away from him. Hiccup sighed heavily.

The two of them were silent for a moment, for a few minutes, before they stopped shivering, but still a bit cold. Their clothes and hair were still damp, and it was deemed that the two of them would survive until after the storm passed.

At one point, Hiccup heard Astrid sniffling. He turned to her, but her face was still facing the other direction.

"Astrid a-are you...crying?" he asked.

"No," she said, her voice faltering. "I-I'm just...cold."

Hiccup shook his head, wondering why crying was so frowned upon. It was a natural human instinct, if someone doesn't cry, then you know you have a problem. So instead of bothering her, Hiccup just laid his head back in the wall. He began to hum, lightly drumming his fingers on he lap.

"What... What are you humming?" Astrid eventually asked.

Hiccup fumbled for answer before staying, "Um... Just a s-song."

Astrid nodded. "Can you... Can you sing it? Please?"

He stared at her. It wasn't like Astrid to be so pleading. This wasn't like her at all. He was starting to think that maybe this wasn't the real Astrid after all. But he gave in, singing his song softly and hesitantly. By the end of it, Astrid had leaned her head on her shoulder, fast asleep. Hiccup went to sleep as well, the storm outside finally ending.

* * *

><p><em>A downed dragon is a dead dragon.<em>

That was Hiccup could think about. He suddenly understood why Jonah kept bringing up the tailfin. Without it, Toothless will die. He needed to fly, and the prototype fin needed to be made,

Jonah offered to help with the final product, a project that would take the entire night, but Hiccup convinced him that it was best to just start off with the novice fin then advance from there. He lent a hand to Hiccup, more with making the tail rather than the functions. Hiccup was smart, so he had that solved all on his own. At some point, Jonah began to feel drowsy again, so Hiccup made room on the bed he had in his workshop in the forge to let him sleep. He didn't need to go home without his father there, anyway.

Hiccup was putting the finishing touches to the fin, setting the cloth in the right position, when he heard a sudden sound. He looked up, a bit anxious, wondering who would be out so late at night. No one can be able to know about this little project, or else the future will be lost.

Carefully opening the door to the fore, he stepped outside so see just the empty village. Any Vikings still here that didn't go to the nest were all asleep, and no one was nearby to have made a sound. Hiccup ultimately decided that it was his imagination, and went back to work.

He was near completion once more when he heard again another sound, this one much more familiar. He couldn't place it at first, but his eyes widened. "Jonah!" Dumping whatever he had on the ground, almost tripping over a hammer, he ran to the bed in his workshop, seeing his son sobbing into the pillow. "Jonah? Jonah! Wake up!"

Jonah whimpered, and Sunspot crooned worryingly from under the bed. "No..." he said softly. "S-stop..."

"Jonah! Wake up!" Hiccup said in a loud whisper as to not wake the entire village up. "Jonah! You're dreaming! Wake up!"

Jonah's sobs turned into sniffling wails, then uncontrollable tears. Hiccup shook his shoulders, trying to soften him and wake him up. Finally, Jonah say up, wrapping his arms around Hiccup's neck, crying into his shoulder. "Daddy..."

"It's okay, Jonah..." Hiccup said softly, smiling a little. "It's alright... I'm right here..."

"Daddy... Where's Mama?"

Hiccup frowned a little bit. "What? Jonah?" He released his grip a little bit, looking into Jonah's eyes. They were red and traded up. "Jonah, what are you talking about?"

Jonah looked at him with what looked liked horror, then he turned away. "N-nothing.,."

Hiccup shook his head. "Jonah, I'm your father. Let me be one and tell me what's wrong."

Jonah sniffled, wiping his nose with his hand before speaking. "I wanna go home," he said.

Hiccup motioned his head, telling him to keep talking.

"I... I want to see my parents again." He looked down shamefully and rubbed one of his arms. "I know you're my dad and all, but your not the dad I grew up with. You're him from another time, from before I was born. I miss the Berk where I'm from, where I don't have to worry about dragon raids because there aren't any."

Hiccup signed. "Jonah..."

Jonah sobbed again, rubbing his eyes with his hands. "I wanna go home. I like it here with you, but...but it's not Berk."

Hiccup pulled the young boy in his grasp again, and Jonah didn't hesitate to wrap his arms around him again. Jonah curled up nervously against Hiccup's chest, still sobbing a little. He wiped his running nose with his sleeve before Hiccup ran his fingers through his hair. Hiccup wasn't too sure what to say. What had helped was that Jonah stopped crying, but now what? What should he do? Let him go back to sleep? Let him stay up?

He saw Jonah want to ask something, but almost hesitated. And what he asked was the least expected thing to come to mind. "Ca-can you sing me a song, please?"

Hiccup blinked, not answering for a moment to make sure he heard right. "What?"

"C-can you sing-sing me a s-song, please?" Jonah repeated. He didn't look up into Hiccup's eyes.

"Uh... I don't... I don't know any songs," Hiccup said. Why was he asking this?

Jonah sniffed. "Wha-what about the one you sa-sang to Mom in the clubhouse when you were my age?"

Hiccup froze. "Jonah... The only person I've ever sang that song to is Astrid."

Jonah nodded, letting his eyes droop a little.

"Is... Is Astrid your mother?"

Hesitation, then another nod.

He couldn't believe it. Astrid was his mother. Astrid. He thought back to when Jonah mentioned Freya. He mentioned that Astrid's kid and him were almost the same person. Because they were. He thought back to all the times Astrid was nearby, the way Jonah would look at her as if he missed her.

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked incredulously.

"Yes," Jonah said. "In my time, Astrid is my mom, and you're my dad. You told me that you got married a few weeks after you became chief."

Hiccup thought back again to all the information Jonah told him about his future. "But you said I become chief five years from now, right?"

"Yeah."

Five years. In five years, he'd be married to Astrid. In five years, Astrid would be pregnant. With Jonah. As their son, their son, the very same boy whom Hiccup was currently comforting in his arms. Could it be possible?

"It was an arranged marriage, wasn't it?" Hiccup asked. "I mean, have you seen Astrid in this time period? She wouldn't come near me if she were on fire and I had the only bucket of water in town."

Jonah shook his head, lifting his head a little, but not yet looking at Hiccup. "No, it wasn't. Mil told me that she was angry that you took so long to ask." He smiled. "I remember how you would always tell me how much Grandpa Stoick would tease you and tell you that he wants lots of grandchildren and that kept calling Astrid his 'future-daughter-in-law' before you got engaged."

Hiccup turned slightly red, then he shook his head. "Wait a minute, though, how does it happen? I mean, when? Can you tell me that?"

Jonah tilted his head a little before saying, "In the story, you told me that you got better than anyone else in the ring because you would use tricks to make it look like you defeated the dragon, but you barely had to touch it. Mom got extremely jealous, and she confronted you one day, and you took her for a ride on Toothless."

"A ride? And she went willingly?"

"Nope." He smiled a little more. "That's another thing. Mom told me that's when she knew she loved you."

Hiccup nodded, but the words eventually clicked. "Wait, what?"

"Mom told me that she's like you for a long time, ever since you saved her from that storm when you guys were my age," Jonah explained. "She said that it was the song that started it."

Hiccup had his mouth agape, swallowing the information. "Astrid's...in love...with me?"

Jonah nodded. "Yep. Right now, in fact. But don't do anything to give it away. Things should still stay on course if my future is to exist." He wiped his eyes again, smiling, his demeanor changing. But it faded away instantly again.

"Jonah, what's wrong now?" Hiccup asked, making sure he could still speak after this.

"Astrid hates me," Jonah said sadly. "But Mom says I'm the best thing to have ever happened to her. Here, it's the opposite! I want to talk to her again, to train with her and hug her and have her sing to me again! But she hates me!" Jonah sniffled, another tear streaming down his cheek.

Hiccup cupped his face with his hands, wiping his tears with his thumb. He leaned forward and kissed Jonah's forehead, letting his newly-discovered fatherly instincts completely take over.

_"Come stop your crying, it will be alright."_ He grabbed both of Jonah's hand, placing them on top of each other before covering them with his bigger ones. _"Just take my hand, hold it tight. I will protect you from all around you. I will be here, don't you cry." _He moved the loose strands of hair from Jonah's eyes to look into them.

Blond hair and blue eyes. Just like Astrid. A skirt, fierce personality, yet with the right blend of Hiccup as well. Smart, strong, caring, care-free, determined.

Hiccup set him down on the bed again, pulling the blankets over him. He kneeled down next to the bed, setting his head on the bed to keep making eye-contact with his son.

_"For one so small, you seem so strong. My arms will hold you, keep you safe and warm." _Hiccup gingerly caressed Jonah's cheek with his hand. His rough hands from forgework blended into Jonah's soft skin, yet the boy leaned into the touch, sighing contently._ "This bond between us can't be broken. I will be here, don't you cry."_

Jonah smiled before he closed his eyes, and softly began to sing along.

_"'Cause you'll be in my heart. Yes, you'll be in my heart. From this day on, now and forever more. You'll be in my heart. No matter what they say. You'll be here in my heart, always."_

"I love you, Dad..." Jonah said softly.

Hiccup smiled again, kissing Jonah's cheek. "I love you, too, Jonah. Sleep tight, son."

_Son_.

Hiccup sat on the bed, careful to not step on Sunspot's tail as he continued to stay under the bed, this time to sleep. Any hesitation he had about this boy was gone. He fully accepted that this boy was indeed his son. And he'll do whatever he can to protect him. To make sure his future stays on course.

_"And you'll be in my heart. Yes, you'll be in my heart. From this day on, now and forever more."_

* * *

><p>The figure outside the forge listened intently. They let out a small smile as the Viking inside sang to his son. They heard him tell him that he loves him, and the Viking said it back. He sat on the bed, lovingly running his fingers though the boy's hair. And they watched the whole thing from the window.<p>

"Be careful, Hiccup," they said, almost as it it were a warning. Then the figure disappeared into the night.

* * *

><p><strong>Gods, I love this chapter so much! I know I updated onto yesterday, but I was so excited! This is by far my favorite chapter, I just love it! Not only does Hiccup know who his future wife is, but he loves his son! Aw! I can cry right now... *Sniff* I used the song "You'll be in My Heart" from Disney's <span>Tarzan<span>.**

**But anyways! I decided to do something. This isn't the first time we see the mysterious figure, and it will most certainly not be the last. Below is a list of the guesses you people think the figure is, along with however many people think that.**

**Me: 2**

**Pitch Black: 2**

**Loki: 1**

**Mr. 5: 1**

**Alvin: 1**

**Dagur: 1**

**Mildew: 2**

**Drago: 1**

**OC: 1**

**I won't say if any of these figures are right or not. But if I see another guess, I'll add it next chapter. If you've already guessed, please do not leave another guess, or I'll hair be mixing up the tally count.**

**To those of you who don't know, I star in a movie-watching fic entitled _Six_ _Movies, Seven Heroes_. The "Mr. 5" listed here is the antagonist of the story. Go and check it out!**

**-Litwick723**

**PS: One of you was curious about the AUs I mentioned yesterday, with Hiccup being raised by or alongside dragons? Some of them are listed below, these I Favorited a while ago.**

**_A Dragon Rider_ by crazyfoxqueen**

**_A piece of the night sky_ by R4yR4y**

**_Dragon-Born_ by NightNightDragon**

**_Dragonborn_ by mecaka**

**_Soul of a Dragon_ by Yurika the Wordsmith**

**_Helheim_ by katherined (2nd personal fav)**

**_Hiccup in the Nest_ by Wordsorceress (3rd personal fav)**

**_Nightfall_ by Le'letha**

**_The Awakening_ by Nagareboshi Star**

**_The Dragon's King_ by ButterflyKika (personal fav)**


	13. The Secret's Reveal

Hiccup looked back and forth between his son and his son's dragon. "Ready?" he said, drawing the word out. Both sides were on all fours, leering at each other. "Set..." Toothless watched, laying next to Hiccup, ready to intervene in case something went wrong. "Go!"

It was another match. Both sides were tired, but this third match would settle the winner. The rules were simple: whoever wins two rounds out of the three wins the match. Both Sleek and Jonah had one. Sleek won the first by trying his tail around Jonah's leg and Jonah won the second by wrapping Sleek's wings around around himself. Now it all led down to this.

And throughout this ordeal, Toothless watched with both fascination and wariness. His future hatchling just appeared one day, and Toothless took on the role of a dragon parent, and just like Jonah, refused to reveal any personal information. Much.

Hiccup winced and grinned playfully as Jonah tried to tackle Sleek to the ground, but the dragon flattened himself and Jonah hit the ground behind him. "I'm okay!"

Toothless chortled something, and Sleek responded by nibbling on Jonah's leg with his toothless gums.

Hiccup snickered. He turned to Toothless and said, "We're you just as shocked as I was to see you own child from the future?"

Toothless looked at him. He gargled something and nudged his head against Hiccup's arm.

As he absentmindedly scratched the Night Fury, he looked at its tail again. The prototype tailfin that Hiccup made with Jonah's assistance the previous night was strapped to his tail. It worked well in the air, but it turned out that Jonah was right. The next model would need some sort of pedal, and a saddle and a harness and more durable leather... Gods, this was harder than he thought.

But still, that brief moment he had of flying in the air was exhilarating. Jonah and Sleek took off with them. The truly amazing thing was that Jonah rode without a saddle. He had been with Sleek since they were both infants, and they've practiced flying for their big trip to go back and forth from the island. Hiccup promised that when he'd get the tailfin done, they'd do it together.

Hiccup looked up to check on the progress of the wrestling match when his breath caught in his throat. "Where'd they go?"

The cove was empty. Toothless snapped into attention, sniffing around to find a trace of them. Hiccup looked around, peeking around the rocks and tree to see if they were hiding somewhere.

"Look out below!"

Hiccup looked up and saw a blur plummeting straight to the ground. It splashed into the water, and Jonah came sputtering to the surface a few seconds later, followed by Sleek.

"Jonah!" Hiccup ran into the water, helping Jonah to the shore. "Are you okay?"

He coughed and smiled. "Yeah. Just...a little tired."

Hiccup sighed in relief. "You've been tired a lot lately. Are you okay?"

Jonah nodded. "I'm fine, Dad. But I'm a little hungry. Can we eat before we go to the training arena?"

Hiccup snuck a smile as he saw from the corner of his eye Sleek trying to escape the cleaning Toothless was trying to give him. "You're not gonna finish your match?"

He shook his head. "Nah, we'll call it a tie. Right, Sleek?"

Toothless paused for a moment to look at them and Sleek took the distraction as an opportunity to escape his grasp. He scurried behind Jonah and buried his face in his claws, almost as if just because his eyes were covered Toothless couldn't see him.

Hiccup chuckled. "We need to head back soon. The next lesson will start."

"Don't forget the eel," Jonah said, pointing to the discarded serpent. "And I _told_ you not to bring any!"

"I said I was sorry!" Hiccup, with disgust, put the eel in the basket and petted Toothless one last time before leaving. "We'll be back, bud."

Sleek kept on tugging on Jonah's skirt with his jaw. In fact, he was tugging so much that Jonah was literally dragging him as he tried to get him to let go. "Sleek, I have to go!"

Sleek let out a whine.

"I want to stay, too, but I can't! My dad needs my help so that the future stays the same!"

Sleek huffed and let go. Then he set his head on the ground, purred softly, and looked up at Jonah with possibly the most adorable set of eyes Hiccup had ever seen. He would've given in to the look, staying in the cove a bit longer and perhaps even skipping the class altogether.

Jonah, however, was more resilient. "Oh, no, you don't! The Puppy Eyes don't work on me, they only work on Dad and you know it!"

Sleek grumbled and walked to his father, trilling him a question. Hiccup watched as Toothless flicked the youngling with his tail with a deadpanned look and picked him up by his own to carry him to the other side of the cove. He wasn't sure, but he was certain that Sleek waved goodbye at him with his claw as he was carried upside down.

_This is my future,_ he reminded himself. He smiled._ I think I like it._

* * *

><p>After training, Hiccup couldn't help but laugh to himself as they walked back to the forge. At first, seeing everyone's stunned expressions brought nothing. Then as he left, he felt a snicker rise in his throat. He caught up with Jonah, and eventually, the two of them were outright laughing, doubling over so much that one more than one occasion they had to stop to catch their breath.<p>

Hiccup sighed, the laughter finally ceasing as Jonah and Sunspot took the bed. "Gods, I don't think I've ever laughed so much in my life." But then again, there was hardly worth laughing about in his life, he thought.

Jonah smiled as Sunspot perched himself in the bed's headrest to take a nap. "Yeah! That was really fun! Just wait until we get to dragon nip! Oh, and the pressure points! And then there's the dragon food you made, we can use that! And the saddle needs to be remade, we can finish the final product in just a few days instead of a few weeks! After that, we can start to repair the clubhouse so that it can be used again, and–"

"Whoa, whose whoa! Jonah, calm down!" Hiccup smiled as he held his son by his shoulders so that he can calm down. "You don't need to start planning your whole life right now, you know?"

"I know, it's just that I want to fly again," Jonah admitted. "I used to fly with you all the time in the future, with you and Mom. I want to finish the tailfin so that we can fly again, just like we do in the future, Dad!"

Hiccup sighed before he set the tailfin prototype on his desk. Jonah had suggested that they finish the saddle and harness that day, and perhaps work on retouching it the next. The prototype had only the leather an simple metal, and Hiccup knew that with his son's help, they would finish it in no time. _Besides, _he thought, _this would work as a father/son project, wouldn't?_

Jonah smiled brightly next to Hiccup as he opened a blank notebook. He immediately recognized it as the notebook where his father in his time store the begging notes for the tailfin.

Hiccup, upon noticing Jonah's smile, said, "What?"

The following hug was rather unexpected, but nonetheless accepted. "I love you, Dad," Jonah said softly.

Hiccup hugged him back, kissing the top of his head. "I love you, too, Jonah. You are quite possibly the best son a father like me could ask for." He gave him a quick squeeze before letting go. "Now, we better get to work. How exactly did you say the harness works?"

Before Jonah could answer, someone in the workshop's entrance cleared their throat. They turned, shocked, at seeing Gobber.

"The future, flying, and Hiccup is a father," Gobber said, listing the three of those topics on his remaining hand. "That's a story I would like to hear."

* * *

><p><strong>Well, someone is in deep trouble now, huh?<strong>

**Another chapter complete! And honestly, I had trouble deciding who would be the walk in into this conversation. It was a heavy decision between Snotlout and Gobber, and ultimately, I went with Gobber because I didn't see the story progressing with Snotlout knowing. Yes, he would've alternated the future more upon finding out that Astrid is Jonah's mother, but I'm not low enough to change a story that drastically. Maybe,**

**Oh, yeah. The "Mysterious Figure" tally. We have an increase of number for a few, and I believe one or two new suggestions.**

**Me: 3**

**Pitch Black: 3**

**Loki: 3**

**Mr. 5: 2**

**Alvin: 2**

**(NEW!) Valka: 1**

**Dagur: 2**

**Mildew: 3**

**Drago: 2**

**OC: 2**

**(NEW!) Mother Gothel: 1**

**-Litwick723**


	14. The Tooth's Engraving

It turned out that in Jonah's time, Hiccup had gone straight to the cove to be with Toothless rather than remodeling the tailfin. Thinking back, Jonah did remember that his father would work on the tailfin at night to avoid detection. Thus, Jonah's persistence led them to their current predicament.

Hiccup sat awkwardly on the bed in his workshop. He looked back and forth between Gobber and Jonah, and Jonah kept glancing at his bag where he had swiftly hidden away Sunspot before Gobber could fully see him. "And that's it," Hiccup said.

Gobber rubbed his chin with his appendage. "And Jonah, do you have further claims about being from this future of yours?"

Jonah snapped his head up when he was called, then nodded rapidly. "Y-yes." He turned to Hiccup. "Dad, the drawing."

Hiccup found just how awkward it was to call him by this title in front of someone else, but the meaning of Jonah's statement caught on to him. "Oh! Right." He reached into his vest pocket and pulled out the drawing of him and his future family. "Here, Jonah gave me this the morning I found him. This is me, Jonah, his mother, and Ingrid, his younger sister and..." A small smile came to him. "...and my future daughter.

He hadn't thought of this before. He was going to father two—no, _three_—children with Astrid. He was so focused with taking care of Jonah at the moment that he hadn't come to this realization before.

Gobber took the drawing, looking carefully between the sketched Hiccup and the one in front of him. Then he did the same with Jonah, and stared most intently at Astrid, not knowing it was her. "I'll say this," he finally stated. "Fifteen years from now and you're still a toothpick!" He patted the paper with his appendage. "Seriously, Hiccup, I thought you could do better than this."

Hiccup groaned and buried his face in his hands from embarrassment as Jonah laughed. "Told ya so!" Jonah said, referring to his comment of Gobber still calling Hiccup a toothpick.

"Wait," Hiccup said, looking up. "You believe us?"

"Kinda hard not to, what with everything you've been saying lining up perfectly with recent events," Gobber admitted. "Who is the lucky lass, anyway?" He winked at Hiccup at this part.

"Uh... It's, um..." Hiccup fumbled for an answer, not sure if he should tell the truth of not. On one hand, Gobber would tease him about it nonstop if he did tell. On the other, he'll slyly be dropping hints about it in front of other people to tease him about it. Either way, it was a lose-lose situation. "It's...Astrid..." he finished.

Gobber's eyes widened, then he turned to Jonah, who nodded. "This actually sort of explains Gothi's message," he said.

"Message?" Hiccup wondered. "What message?"

Before Gobber could answer, someone called out in the forge's entrance. "Gobber? Are you here?"

Gobber looked at Hiccup for a moment before calling out, "Ah... Just a minute, Astrid!"

Hiccup groaned again. Out of all of the people in Berk, it just had to be _Astrid_ who shows up. The gods hated him, indeed.

As Gobber spoke to Astrid about something or other, Jonah whispered to Hiccup, "Dad, what are we gonna do? Do you think Gobber will keep it a secret?"

"I think so," Hiccup said. "As long as he doesn't find out about Toothless and Sunspot, I think we're good."

"What about the flying?" Jonah asked. "We still need to tell him about the flying thing!"

"Hiccup?" They heard Gobber's voice call out to him. "Can you come out here? And bring Jonah with you."

They looked at each other before stepping out of the Hiccup's workshop. Astrid stood there, looking mindlessly at the weapon designs on the walls. Jonah noticed that she had a small box in hand, and she was actually without her axe for once. Well, in this time period anyway.

"Astrid wanted to talk to the two of you and I told her that you were both here," Gobber explained. "I'll just...let you be." He gave a wry wink to Hiccup, who gritted his teeth and held his arms in front of him, as if strangling air.

Is was at this moment that Astrid turned back around, seeing Hiccup's outstretched hands. The Viking froze for a second before retracting his arms and clearing his throat. "Hey, Astrid. What... What brings you...here? In the forge? Today."

Jonah found himself avoiding eye-contact with Astrid. This girl wasn't his mother, not yet. But then again, this Hiccup was already fathering him, wasn't he? But this Hiccup knew who he was, and Astrid didn't.

"How did you do that?" Astrid asked. "How did that Zippelback freak out so much?"

_Damn it,_ Hiccup thought. This was going to be difficult.

"I taught him that," Jonah said, looking at Astrid yet still not making eye-contact. "It's a secret, I can't really tell you." When he was done, he looked down at the floor.

Astrid looked at him suspiciously and sighed. "Look, I didn't come here to question that, I came here to...to make amends."

"Amends? For what?"

She looked at Hiccup. "You were...right, Hiccup. Jonah _is_ just a kid, after all. I probably shouldn't have...been so hard on him like that."

Hiccup's eyebrows rose in surprise. The great almighty Astrid Hofferson was apologizing? Again? And by the look of it, she had been practicing what to say and felt awkward on saying it. He also saw that she was tapping the small box she had repeatedly with her finger.

Astrid seemed or notice Hiccup looking at it because she said, "This is for you, Jonah." She walked up to him and presented him with the box.

"F-for me?" Jonah asked nervously, almost afraid that a single action he'll do will make her mad. "Why?"

"Just take it," Astrid said. But her didn't have the same venom it did when she spoke to Hiccup the day before after the incident with the Nadder. She sounded more sure of herself, almost caring.

Jonah reached out and took the box. He took the lid off and gave a small smile. He took out a necklace. It was a simple design, a rope necklace with three gold beads on either side of a small tooth. The tooth, Jonah realized, belonged to a Smoldering Smokesbreath. There was a Smokesbreath back home named Spitball whose discarded teeth make for excellent daggers. This tooth had to have come from a young dragon. But the most noticeable feature was the letter _J_ etched into the tooth.

"Astrid... Did you...make this?" Jonah asked with amazement.

Astrid hesitated before saying, "Yes, but don't expect anything more out of me! I'm just buying a chance to make things right, okay? I'll admit this one time, but don't think that–" She stopped when Jonah suddenly hugged her. She awkwardly patted his shoulders until he let go.

"You didn't need to get me something, but thanks, Astrid," Jonah said sincerely. "Maybe if I go with you today, we can talk and I can get to know you more?" Hiccup saw that he was giving the Puppy Eyes, the very same ones that Sleek had given earlier in the day.

Astrid grimaced at the look for a moment before saying, "...I suppose..." She looked at Hiccup and said to Jonah, "But maybe...maybe tomorrow, alright? I'm busy today."

Jonah nodded, the smile on his face unfaltering. "Okay. See you later, Astrid!" Jonah slipped the necklace on over his head and walked into the workshop. "Hiccup!" he called out. "Come on! We need to finish this project!"

Hiccup gave a small laugh as his persistence before turning to face Astrid. An awkward silence passed over them. _What do you say to the girl who's going to be the mother of your children and she doesn't even know it?_

"He's..." Astrid said slowly, looking for the right word.

"Yeah," Hiccup agreed, not sure how to define his son, either. Persistent? Cheerful? Optimistic? A little bit moody, lately. If Hiccup didn't know any better, he'd say it was Jonah's time of the month. Perhaps it was just the sudden change of environment that made the boy's future _seem_ idealistic, when it was his presence that made it probable. "He is."

Astrid nodded. She made to leave, and as she did, she stopped for a moment to speak. Even though she wasn't facing him, it was obvious that she was speaking to him. "Good job in the ring today. Jonah better have more tricks of you want to get first place."

Hiccup was momentarily stunned, a thing that he's lost count of the past few days. Did she just congratulate _him_ on beating _her_ out?

"Hiccup! Um, is she gone already?" Jonah peeked out the curtain separating the room. Seeing his father alone, he said, "Dad? Are you okay?"

Still shocked, he shook his head to clear himself and said, "Uh, yeah. I mean, yes! Yeah, I'm fine." He sighed heavily. If things hadn't gotten crazier, the were most certainly going to be now. "Let's get back to that harness."

* * *

><p>Astrid jogged down the path to her house, ready to get her axe for another training session. Her conversation with Jonah the previous morning made her think her life through. She remembered back when she was his age, she went off to pick rose hips for her mother, but ended up lost in a storm. To think, of all people, Hiccup found her. And of course, he took the blame for her, saying that he went off to explore the forests and that Astrid had gone looking for him. Stoick was quite disappointed in him, and he was on house arrest for a whole week.<p>

Astrid, on the other hand, was off the hook. She never understood why Hiccup saved her from the fault the way he did, but it wasn't until a few days later when she was humming to herself did she know. She hummed the same song Hiccup sang to her in his secret tunnel, something she never had the chance to ask about and forgot altogether. She liked him. And not as a friend, as something more than that. As she grew older, her feelings grew, and based on the way he acted around her, he felt the same way.

But what if she was wrong? What if he didn't like her?

As these thoughts pressed into her mind, Astrid had already retrieved her axe and made her way to her training circle. She made it to just the edges of the tree line when she suddenly ran into something.

"Hey! Watch where you're going, maggot!" Mildew leered down at her, raising his staff as if to bring it down at her.

Astrid didn't falter. Instead, she hugged and stood up, her axe hoisted over her shoulder. "Gods, Mildew, can't you learn to at least _act_ decent around others?"

Mildew continued to leer at her. "Bah, as if decency will get us anywhere. Look at the boy, the one who claims to have his father on the island. The younger generation have no decency at all! Acting as if I'm some sort of beast."

"Wouldn't surprise me," Astrid muttered under her breath. "And don't talk that way about Jonah! He's just a child!"

Mildew looked at her with keened interest. "Well, I'll be. Since when were the two of you so buddy-buddy?"

Astrid resisted the urge to roll her eyes. "We're not. But I'm trying to fix things with this kid, so just leave him out of your foul speech." She continued past him, wondering where all the defense over the boy came from.

But as she left, she could've sworn she hear him mutter, "Oh, I'll leave him out of it, alright." But it didn't sound like Mildew, the voice. It didn't sound like him at all. It came from the trees.

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter, and so soon, as well! I'm Ina roll! I might get this story done earlier than I thought!<strong>

**And as you've no doubt noticed by now, there have been a few times skips, mostly centering around the the arena. I want to focus more on the outside aspects of the arena rather than what's happening during them.**

**Now, the next chapter will be the montage scene, but I want to add something more. So, I decided to keep you people choose. I want more father/son scenes between Hiccup and Jonah, and I want you to leave a request a fluffy or angst scene that will help their bond. Also, any suggestions for what Astrid and Jonah will bond with? Remember, Astrid isn't supposed to know she's a mother yet!**
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	15. The Mother's Kindness

Jonah groaned vehemently as Hiccup raked his fingernails into his hair. _"Dad!"_ he whined. "This is _embarrassing!"_ As if to further his point, Sleek and Sunspot chortled something. "See? Even Sleek and Sunspot are laughing at me!"

But Sleek's taunting seemed to be effortless as Toothless pulled him by his tail and pinned him to the ground, giving the youngling a cleaning of his own. Sunspot only kept on trilling at their misery.

"Ha!" Jonah said before a bucket of water was poured over him. He groaned again and moved the hair out of his eyes to glare at his father. "Why do I have to have a bath? We're Vikings! We don't bathe!"

The five of them, dragons and humans, were in the cove. There was a deep pool next to the cove's lake, a large boulder hiding it from view. Hiccup decided that this was the best place to bathe his son, and after setting his clothes aside, got to work. The bucket was brought along to collect berries from the forest, something Hiccup did often when they were running low in his house. The soap, well, just happened to be in Hiccup's possession.

"I don't care if we're Vikings or Romans or even gods," Hiccup said. He had taken his vest off, but opted to roll his sleeves up to his elbows. "No son of mine is going to be walking around filthier than my father's beard, which, may I remind you, is pretty filthy. Raise your arms."

Jonah reluctantly complied as he raised his arms, letting Hiccup use the soap-drenched rag to clean his sides. "It's not _my_ fault that Toothless wanted to play tag."

"But it _is_ your fault that you decided to dive into the dirt trench to place the saddle on him in the first place," Hiccup retorted.

Jonah groaned again, letting Hiccup wash his shoulders. As soon as let go, however, Jonah made a dash for his clothes, running butt-naked across the cove. "Freedom!" he shouted. But he barely made it out of the pool when Hiccup grabbed his arm.

"Hold on just a second, young man!" Hiccup scolded. "I'm not done with you yet!" Jonah sighed as he was taken to the pool again.

"S'not fair," Jonah pouted. He grimaced slightly as Hiccup wiped his neck down.

"That's what happens when you do reckless decisions," Hiccup said.

"What about you?" Jonah asked. "You make reckless deacons all the time!"

"Yes, but none of them end with _my_ father bathing me. Well, once, but I was younger than you that day. Close your eyes, I'm going to clean your face."

Jonah shut his eyes tight, feeling the soap from his hair drip onto his face. He felt the rag brush against his face, and giggled a little when Hiccup pinched his nose. "I didn't think you'd be a clean person in this time," he said once he was able to speak, but kept his eyes shut. "You say that same thing about Grandpa Stoick's beard whenever I need to take a bath. It always ends the same way."

"How so?"

Jonah shrugged. "Threats of bodily harm between you and Mom begin an argument, and the next thing I know, you're kicked out of the house for the afternoon while Mom gives me a bath."

Hiccup chuckled, something he found himself doing a lot lately. "Gods, Astrid and I sure are a paragon among couples, aren't we? And yeah, it's obvious that I'm not the most Viking-like Viking. I _do_ want to be kept clean, though. When I was younger, I helped Gothi treat some wounds that people would get. I got so used to seeing naked Vikings that it doesn't bother me anymore."

"At least I know why you're so at ease right now," Jonah said. He felt the bucket of water hit his face again, and he sputtered as he wiped his eyes of any remaining soap. "Can I get out now?"

"Just a second," Hiccup said. "There's still some mud behind your ears." After a minute, he said, "There, I'm done."

"Finally!" Jonah stood up and hopped over the rock, reaching for his clothes, shaking his head to dry his hair. Hiccup had already cleaned his clothes, and frankly, Jonah didn't care if he was still wet. By the time he had pulled them back on, they were damp.

Hiccup smiled again, pulling his vest back on. He didn't know why he thought to clean Jonah, but then realized that it was his parenting instincts kicking in again, just like they did when he sang his song. Was this what it was like to be a father? To care for a child? It wasn't too difficult, he thought, but that may just be because he didn't have to take care of Jonah as a babe. Well, yet anyway.

He smiled at the thought of a baby Jonah. But then, remembering who his mother was, turned a little red at the thought. It wasn't about Jonah in particular, but more about the thought of _how_ Jonah came to be.

Deciding to shake his thoughts, he tried to focus on the task at hand. The saddle was placed on Toothless, firmly attached, and the tailfin was firmly on his tail. The entire day prior was taken up with the pedal and tailfin designs, something Jonah had from memory. Jonah had every single tailfin prototype down to the original in his head, and they skipped one to advance a little.

It was a saddle with the harness, a clip so that Hiccup wouldn't fall off, just like how it was with the second tailfin. Then there was the string attached to the mechanics on Hiccup's right foot pedal instead of the left to operate the tail. Within seconds, the five of them had taken off into the air.

Hiccup couldn't help but let out a whoop as he felt his hair blow out of his face, rather than cover it unlike the last time he took off into the air. "This is amazing!" he shouted.

Sunspot flapped his wings furiously to catch up to them and ultimately landed on Toothless's head to hitch a ride. Toothless shook his head furiously to try and shake the dragon off, but Sunspot played the role of a stubborn dragon and clung on.

"Just imagine how it's like once you fix the tailfin!" Jonah said next to him, crouching Jonah's back. Hiccup still found it amazing that Jonah could fly without having the need for a saddle, yet it filled him with anxiety as well. He hoped he wouldn't fall off.

He was about to say something when Toothless suddenly let out a roar. Sunspot shrieked and flew off. He looked down to see that that his distraction had caused them to get closer to land again, crashing into it. "Whoa!" Hiccup detached himself from Toothless, and just in time as the two of them crash land into a field with tall grass.

"Dad!" Sleek landed on the ground and Jonah ran off to find his father stumbling over his own feet to get up. "Dad, are okay?"

Hiccup nodded, standing up. "Yeah, I'm fine. This grass cushioned my fall." He bent down to pick up a few blades before looking around. "Where's Toothless?"

Jonah turned around and grinned. "He and Sleek are a little busy right now." The two of them pushed their way through the grass, each having a different reaction. Jonah put a hand to his mouth to stifle a laugh and smile while Hiccup looked on with utter confusion.

The two Night Furies and Terrible Terror were without a care in the world. While most Vikings saw the unholy offspring of lightening and death as a threat, they would no longer think that at seeing Toothless and Sleek rolling around the grass, acting like a big ol' puppy and a little puppy. Well, Sleek acted like one, already. Sunspot buried himself under as much nip as he possibly could, which was helpful given his small structure.

"Welcome to the Dragon Nip Plains!" Jonah exclaimed, throwing his arms out.

"Dragon nip?" Hiccup picked up the blades in his hand, examining them carefully. Then his eyes lit up. "Jonah, does this stuff work in all dragons?"

Jonah smirked. "Maybe," he shrugged. "Guess you'll have to try it out tomorrow with Meatlug–" Jonah quickly slapped his hand over his mouth, looking the same way Hiccup did when getting caught with something he shouldn't have done.

Hiccup, however, only rolled his eyes. "You know what? I'm not even going to ask. You keep that to yourself."

Jonah let out a sigh of relief before he looked back in the direction of the village. "I need to go back, I told Astrid that I would meet her in her training grounds."

"Astrid really has her own training ground?" Hiccup asked.

"More like a circle, really," he said.

Hiccup saw that Jonah's face looked solemn, almost. _He's afraid Astrid won't like him, _he realized. He couldn't when fathom how Jonah was feeling right now. A boy, with no clue as to how he arrived to the past, about to spend time with the teenage version of his mother. The same person who detested him at first, and is now trying to make things right. What had gotten into Astrid? Why was she acting so...un-Astrid? Maybe Jonah's presence was changing more than just Hiccup. But it didn't deter him from the fact that Jonah seemed to almost _not_ want to spend time with her for the fear of being rejected again. "Jonah, do you want a piece of advice?"

Jonah looked up, confused. "I...I guess so."

Hiccup nodded. "Don't look at Astrid as your mother. Look at her as a friend, or at least, someone you're trying to be friends with. If you keep looking at her as your mother, then that's all you'll ever see her as in this time."

"What about you?" Jonah asked. "I see _you_ as my dad, and you even act like one!"

"Yeah, but I already _know_ I'm your dad. Astrid doesn't know she's your mother." Hiccup have his head a small tilt in a vague direction to indicate Astrid. "You get what I mean?"

Jonah shrugged. It was true, he saw Astrid as his mother who didn't know she was a mother which is ironic considering it's the woman who gives birth. But he simply said, "I think you're right."

"Good." He turned back to the three dragons rolling in the deep end. "How long is this gonna take?"

Jonah shrugged again. "I dunno."

* * *

><p>The two of them went their separate ways upon nearing the village. Hiccup went to the forge where he decided to upgrade the tailfin a little bit more, and Gobber mentioned something about being busy with Gothi, which was why classes were the next day. Jonah, however, made his way to Astrid's training circle. He thought back to what Hiccup said earlier in the day and tried not to see Astrid as his mother. It was difficult, considering that she looked so much like her, but he tried to brush it off.<p>

Jonah was so busy with his thoughts that he didn't notice a root sticking out of the ground. He swayed slightly before he tripped over it. He sighed before making to stand up, but not before he saw someone offer their hand. "You alright, kid?" Astrid asked.

"Um... Y-yeah, I'm fine." Jonah took the hand and stood up. "Sorry. I trip whenever I think a lot."

"Oh? What were you thinking about?" Astrid, Jonah realized, was trying to make conversation. It seemed like she truly did want to know more, to see Jonah as...as what? A friend? And ally? Or only someone who's not a threat who might get in her way to kill Hookfang?

"...My parents," Jonah admitted. Astrid raised an eyebrow at him and he continued, "My mom says that I can get a little clumsy like my dad sometimes, but I make up for it with her fierce strength."

"Fierce strength, huh?" Astrid repeated. "Hey, you remember that fight you picked with Snotlout, right? Those were some quick moves, where'd you learn to fight like that?"

Jonah thought carefully what to say, know in that Astrid would want to know the fighting style, and if she did, seeing just how similar it was to her own in this time. "Oh, my mom taught me to fight."

"Really?" Astrid rose her eyebrows in surprise. "Why? I mean, no offense, but you seem... I don't know, small I suppose?"

"Yeah, but...well, there was this one time when I was younger when I got into an accident. My mom wanted me to know how to fight in case anything were to happen to me."

"Your mother must care for you a lot." Astrid looked away, but Jonah heard her shuddering sigh.

"Yes. She says that I'm the best thing to happen to her, but..." His eyes went downcast, looking away from Astrid. "I left without telling my parents."

Astrid looked at him. "So I was right, then, you did come here to look for Hiccup, not your father."

Jonah's eyes widened when he realized what he said. Apparently, he took more after his father than he thought. He just hoped that she wouldn't get into interrogating him, or it would just make the already-awkward situation worse. Surprisingly, she didn't.

Astrid only let out a heavy sigh before she stood up. "Hey, can you take us to that beach again? I want to check it out again."

Jonah smiled. "Yeah! Come on, it's this way." He got up and walked down the familiar path, unaware of the dangers surrounding his father back in the village.

* * *

><p>By the time Hiccup was done with another modeled the tailfin, the sun had begun to set into the sky. It was a long day, beginning with a round of tag with two Night Furies and ending what will hopefully be a nice, long sleep. Sunspot was currently eating the dragon food that Jonah left behind, and Hiccup decided to go through the pouches Jonah's belt had, knowing that he wouldn't mind in the slightest.<p>

The first pouch had a bunch of green powder, and based on Sunspot'c reaction, it was powdered dragon nip. The second had the Gronckle powder, the third the dragon food, the fourth the Zippelback grenades, the fifth the flares, the sixth held unused charcoal sticks, and the seventh held a book. It was an odd book, nothing like he's ever seen before. It was in a language he didn't recognize, but the book had a photo of some sort of warrior. Hiccup frowned before he set it back, reminding himself to ask Jonah about it.

He got up and went out of his workshop, deciding that fixing some of the broken weapons might be a good way to pass the time. After making sure that Sunspot would stay in the workshop, Hiccup got to work, mending the weapons. It was a long process, and not something anyone can just do. It required a certain skill level, and Hiccup was sure that not even Snotlout, the most egotistical person he knew, would be able to do such a thing.

Speaking of whom.

A sudden pounding brought Hiccup's attention to the counter where people would drop off their weapons. There, Snotlout stood with the twins and Fishlegs. "Oh, hey, there, Useless! What are the odds of you being here?"

Hiccup suppressed a groan and only rolled his eyes. "What do you want, Snotlout? I'm rather busy at the moment."

"Oh, I was just in the neighborhood, thought I'd come by and drop a visit to my favorite cousin!"

Hiccup scoffed. "Snotlout, we both know your favorite anything is you. Everyone else's least favorite anything is you, too." His face contorted to shock, and then confusion at what he said. When was the last time he insulted Snotlout like that?

"What did you just say to me?" Snotlout threatened.

And really, Hiccup wasn't agitated. Be grew so used to Snotlout's threats that the only way he could falter was when he actually carried them out. "Please, I'm not the only one who thinks that. Ask what Jonah thinks if you, than come back and talk to me."

Snotlout gritted his teeth as the twins snickered from behind him, Fishlegs shuffling his legs awkwardly. "What is it with this Jonah kid, anyway? What kind of weakling is he?"

Hiccup's grip on the war hammer he was cleaning up in his hands tightened a little.

"But Snotlout, didn't he win in that fight you had with him a few days ago?" Fishlegs asked, speaking up.

"Ah, that was a fluke. Everyone knows that _I'm_ the best in the island. That Jonah is just piece of dragon dung. I bet he was abandoned on the island, I know I would. Yeah, his dad must be as small and weak as he is, and his mom is a harlot, no doubt, letting herself give birth to _that_–"

Before Snotlout could say anything else, he was suddenly knocked aside, stumbling before he fell on his back.

"_What_ did you just say?!" Hiccup shouted. He stepped outside, his knocked turning white at how tight he gripped the hammer. "Tell me again! _Tell me!"_ He kicked at Snotlout's stomach, enticing a moan from him. "You don't know _anything_ about him! You don't know what he's _done_, what he'll _do!"_ Hiccup raised the hammer and swung it as Snotlout's gut as he tried to stand. "I'm not just going to sit around anymore!" Hiccup punched Snotlout's face with surprising force, making him stagger again. "I've _had_ it with you and your stupid ego!" He hit him again and again, and Snotlout was too shocked—and it progressed, pained—to fight back.

The last thing Snotlout saw before falling to the ground and passing out was Hiccup's boot making contact with his face.

* * *

><p>Jonah let his feet splash in the water, laying his head back on the rocks. He took his boots and socks off so that his feet can relax in the cool water of the beach. Astrid didn't do anything. She stayed off the water, doing practice swings with her axe. <em>Of<em> _course_ she decided to bring it along.

"So what do we do now?" Astrid asked. "Throw axes? Climb trees? Run laps?"

Jonah shrugged. "Nothing."

She looked at him as if he just grew a third eye on his forehead. "Nothing?"

"Yeah. We can just relax and do nothing, haven't you ever just done nothing before?" Then he remembered who he was talking to. He sat up, giving Astrid a small look of confusion. "Haven't you?"

Astrid looked almost ashamed to say it. "Not really, no," she eventually said.

Jonah looking at her before he laughed. "It's relaxing, and it's a good way to relive stress to just do nothing. Come on." Ignoring her protests, he pulled on Astrid's hand to get her closer to the water. "Take your shoes and socks off and set them on the water. You feet must be sore sometimes, right?"

"I...I guess so." She sighed before she took them off, setting them aside with Jonah's. She set her feet in the water, and nicer her legs were completely submerged, let out a relaxing sigh. "The water actually feels quite well, I'll admit."

"I thought you said you'd never admit to anything again," Jonah said with a raised eyebrow.

"Shut up," Astrid said, but she didn't say it with a glare or scowl. Instead, she said it with a smile, and playfully, too, even going as far to nudge him slightly with her elbow. "What we do now? Just stay here?"

"We can talk, if you want to," Jonah said. "O-or just be quiet. If you want." He laid on his back against the sandy beach, listening to the water churn against the rocks nearby. He heard scuffling and a moment later, Astrid was laying down next to him.

"Tell me more about yourself," she said after a few minutes of silence. "Tell me one piece of information about you, and I'll tell you something about me.

Jonah gaped. He wasn't sure what to say, knowing that Astrid was not the kind of person to just openly admit to someone she barely knows. Even his mother was wary about merchants that would dock in Berk, and not failing it until they were gone.

"Huh? Oh, um... What do you-you want to know?"

Astrid simply shrugged, placing her hands under head to use as a pillow. "Anything you want, really."

"Well..." The two of them talked for quite a while. Jonah shared simple things about himself, about where his allergy from rose hips same from (his mother), a believable explanation of how he can understand dragons, his likes and dislikes, and ended it with a quick nap.

Astrid exchanged his information for some of her own. She told him about how she always strives to be the best, how killing the Monstrous Nightmare would be a great honor for her, how much she hates Snotlout. She noticed that Jonah cringed a little at the mention of killing the Nightmare, but shook it off. Then, she simply waited for him to wake up. She was most certainly not going to leave him alone.

Once he did, the sun began to set, and the two of them decided to head back to the village. As Astrid pulled her boots on, a glimmer in the water caught her attention. She reached into it and pulled out the glimmering object: a gold ring. It was a simple ring, and not unlike one she had seen before. There was an engraving on the inside, but she couldn't place what it was. "Hey, Jonah, look at this."

"What is it?" Jonah asked, walking over to her after pulling his own boots on.

"Look what I found in the water." She handed him the ring and watched in confusion as he pulled a strange face. She recognized it as him thinking hard. The raised eyebrow, squinted eye, pursed lips, and scrunched forehead, a look she had seen on Hiccup too many times to count. Then he gave a gasp and turned around to face the forest, looking around wildly as if searching for something.

"Mom?" he said softly. "Mom!" He ran into the trees, leaving a confused Astrid behind. She watched as Jonah disappeared, hearing his voice shout, "Mom! Mommy, where are you!"

Astrid ran to catch up to him, which she found difficult to do because she didn't know where Jonah went. But the shouts continued and she ran off before she lost him again.

"Mama! Mom, I'm right here! Dad?! Mom!"

Astrid eventually found him encircling a tree, looking like a lost sheep. "M-Mom! Where are you!" Astrid saw tear stains on his cheeks and his eyes were wide in shock and horror. She had never seen such an expression on anyone before.

"Jonah!" Astrid said, trying to call him down. _What is going on with him?_ "Jonah! Calm down!" She grabbed him by his shoulders so that she can look in his eyes. He stopped to stare at her, eyes red and blurry, mouth open as he gasped for breath. "Jonah, what in Hel's name has gotten into you?"

Jonah looked at her again and sniffed, wiping his nose with his sleeve. "Th-the-the ring." He opened the palm of his hand to show her the gold ring. "I-it-it-it's... _Sniff_. I-it's my...my mom's."

* * *

><p><strong>You people wanted a longer chapter, I bring you a longer chapter. The beginning of this chapter I think is the best interaction between Hiccup and Jonah I have ever written, and probably the best, too. I don't know, I'm still coming up with fluffy interactions for them that a father and son would go through.<strong>

**I also have an announcement: be careful when you review this chapter. Whoever leaves the 100th, 101st, 102nd, and 103rd review, than that person gets a special PM sneak peak at a future chapter, where problems start to increase. Because they will. The only requirement is that you must Follow and/or Favorite this story. If you review and you have not done either of these things, then you do not get the sneak peak. The PM goes to a runner up. Same things for Guest reviews.**
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	16. The Enemy's Appearance

Hiccup waited impatiently as he stood in Gothi's hut. Apparently, he was quite violent when he got mad. No one had ever seen him like this before, and it feared a few of what he might do to them, the younger Vikings especially. The teens were flabbergasted, and the twins even began to cheer him on and congratulate them until Hiccup gave them a glare that made them wish they were sane.

After Hiccup stomped on Snotlout's face, he received a bloody nose and most likely a broken one. There were people bruises on his face, and his wrist was sprained. It would take weeks for him to recover. Bandages were applied to his forehead and arms, and Hiccup was coerced into assisting with Gothi to heal his injuries. Afterwards, Gobber and Gothi stayed in the room while Hiccup waited outside. Night had already fallen, and he hoped that Jonah was at the house. Sunspot was sent back by Hiccup, so there was no need to worry about him.

As Hiccup sat outside the hut, he heard squeaking sounds nearing him. He turned around to see two birds, crows, flying nearby. They perched themselves on the railing next to Hiccup, facing him with large, black eyes. It was...unnerving if Hiccup had to put it. Then they squawked and flew off again. _Okay... What just_ _happened?_

The door to the hut opened and Gobber stepped out. "He'll be unconscious for the night, and maybe for the most of the morning," he said, rubbing his head where no doubt he got hit after mistranslations of Gothi's transcripts."You've really done a number on him."

"Good," Hiccup said venomously. It didn't sound like him at all. "He deserved it."

Gobber sighed. "Hiccup, what's gotten into you? Snotlout's insulted ya before, what's different this time?"

He turned to face him, his arms crossed and his eyes a glare. "Because I'm not the only on he can insult anymore," he said.

Gobber furrowed his eyebrows in confusion them sighed in realization. "He poked at Jonah, didn't he?"

"He insulted my son," Hiccup hissed quietly so no one can hear him. "He called his mom a harlot, his father weak, him a mistake! Even if the me from Jonah's time were, he probably would've done worse!"

"I get it," Gobber said. "I understand, really. You're Jonah's father, you need to stand up to the people who insult him. But you didn't need to go all violent."

Hiccup shook his head. "Jonah is the only thing on this island keeping me sane anymore, Gobber. I don't know how I survived the first time around, but he just is. You don't have kids, Gobber, and even though he's not mine directly, that doesn't change the fact that I'm his dad. You don't... You don't understand..." He turned around and crossed his elbows on the railing, sighing heavily.

He heard Gobber's footsteps walk up to him and place a hand on his shoulder. "You're right, Hiccup, I don't understand what it's like to have a son. But I do know what it's like to raise a child. Who do you think helped you whenever Stoick cast you aside?"

Hiccup glared at him. "Thank you, for summing that up."

"My point is, I helped Stoick raise you whenever he was busy. I know what it's like to care for a child, even if he's not my own." He smiled at Hiccup, and Hiccup smiled back. "Next time, though, break a bone or something, so that he gets the message right.

Hiccup scoffed. "Like I'm ever gonna be able to do _that_ again. I'm not the violent type, I'm not gonna end up like Snotlout, okay?"

The tapping of Gothi's staff on stone made them turn around. The old woman looked between the two of them and used her staff to draw her pictures in the ground before glaring at Gobber.

"Alright, alright, I'll make sure to get it right." Gobber looked over the drawing before he began to laugh. "Ha! The old hag's congratulating you, Hiccup. Apparently, she thinks you've done good to put Snotlout in his place."

"Really?" Hiccup looked over her. "Your praising me for putting my cousin in a coma?"

Gothi shook her head before she cleared away the sand to write some more. "He's not in a coma, she says," the blacksmith translated. "And he wasn't praising you for Snotlout. She was... Well, I'll be a Boneknapper's nanny."

"What?" Hiccup looked at the drawings. He had taken lessons from Gobber to try and understand her, and so far, he was doing much better at this stage than Gobber had. And his eyes widened at what he saw.

_"I am congratulating you for earning such a child like Jonah. Your son brings smiles to everyone in his time."_

"You know Jonah's my son from the future?" Hiccup asked. "But... But how? Do you have anything to do with why he's here?"

Gothi shook her head before writing. _"I'm afraid not. I've receive vague dreams the past few days of an impending danger surrounding Berk, something even worse than the dragons. Your son seems to be in the center of it all."_

"How can he?" Hiccup asked. "I mean...he's just a kid. And based on what he's told me, the future doesn't _seem_ to be in danger."

"I do not know who, but someone has it out for your son. I have no doubt that it's someone you've met, or will meet. How they've managed to bring Jonah to this time, I have no idea."

Hiccup felt his skin crawl. Jonah was in danger? But he said that he wished to be here! It wasn't just some sort of miracle or magic that brought him? No, someone, somewhere, knew of him and wants to...to what? Kill him? _No_, Hiccup thought. _That's not going to happen._ _I'll protect Jonah, no matter what it takes._

"Is there anything we can do to keep Jonah safe?" Gobber asked. "If this person is out to get him, wouldn't it be wise to find a way to send him back to his time?"

"Even if we could, whoever brought him here in the first place would probably bring him back," Hiccup said. "It's fine, though. Jonah's my son, I'll protect him. I have to."

Gobber saw the fire burning in his eyes, one he always had whenever he committed himself to getting something done. But this was different. There was no one to impress, there was no task to be done, there was no bizarre scheme—yet. No, this was the first time Hiccup truly committed something for himself. Yes, he committed to become a Viking, but was always to appease others. This time, however, with Jonah in his life, struck something in Hiccup that ignited the start of a new Hiccup. One that wasn't weak or scrawny of accident prone. One that was a sign to be chief.

He placed his hand on Hiccup's shoulder again and said, "If Stoick knew the truth about Jonah being his grandson, he would've done all he can to help. He'd be proud of you, you know?"

Hiccup's eyebrows rose in surprise. "Really? But why? I'm not killing a dragon or anything."

"True, but it's the spirit in you that he wants to see. The spirit that says you'll protect your people."

Hiccup thought about this for a second. If this is what his father would see as pride, then maybe it wouldn't be such a bad thing to tell him the truth about Jonah. But then he thought back to himself at Jonah's age, how pressured he was by his father to train and be tougher. He had no doubt that Stoick would do the same thing to Jonah. Maybe he shouldn't know the truth, not yet.

But nonetheless, he let out a small smile at the thought of making his father proud, and, best of all, having to do with his son and not needing to kill a dragon.

"But unfortunately, this is where the sappyness comes to a close," Gobber said. "I can't play favorites, and you need some sort of punishment for what you'd done to Snotlout."

"And that is?"

"I'm gonna have to suspend you from the training area for two weeks."

There was a beat of silence.

"WHAT?!"

* * *

><p>Astrid and Jonah walked back to the edge of the village. All the time, she kept an awkward arm around his shoulders in comfort, not sure what to do or say. She loved her parents, even if she didn't show it, and she was certain her feelings for Hiccup had neared the point, but if they were to just disappear out of the blue? She would be frantic and try to look for them, similar to how Jonah freaked out at the beach. But then of this was his mother's ring, then where was his mother?<p>

As they neared Hiccup's house, Jonah's tears had mostly dried and he was only occasionally hiccuping, something they both found rather ironic. Jonah walked up to the door and said, "Astrid, if you see my... Um, if you see Hiccup, can you tell him that I'm here, please?"

Astrid frowned a little, but nodded. "Sure. Are you sure you want to stay here by yourself, though? I mean, you're still just a kid, no offense."

Jonah nodded. "It's okay. I'll be fine, really." He wiped his nose with his sleeve before wiping it on his skirt. "I just hope my Mom's okay, if she's here." His glance went to Astrid for a moment before he looked away.

"Can I ask you something?" Astrid started. "What's with the skirt?"

Jonah looked down at his skirt before he laughed. "It's actually a funny story. I told it to my dad and he teased me about it."

"Does Hiccup know?" Astrid ask. "I mean, you've been so close to him, I figured you would've told him everything about yourself."

Jonah raised his eyebrows when she mentioned this. "Uh, y-yeah, h-he knows." He was caught up in the memory and forgot to differentiate Hiccup from this timeline and the one from his own. He wasn't talking about his father, he was talking about Hiccup.

"Well?" Astrid leaned against the wall. "You gonna tell me or not?"

"Oh. Well, when I was younger, I was looking for an old toy that my mom took away because I left the house one night. I like to explore the forest behind the house sometimes." His gaze trailed to the forest behind Hiccup's house before he continued to speak. "I tripped over some of my mom's clothes and my legs got caught on one of her skirts. I wore it for the rest of the day, making people laugh." He smiled at the memory. "I guess since then, I've been wearing them to make people laugh at the idea of a boy wearing clothes meant for girls."

Astrid let out an airy laugh, her shoulders bouncing up and down. "Gods, that must've been quite and experience. You know, you remind me of Hiccup when he was your age. The only difference really is that you're sure of yourself, Hiccup wasn't. Then again, he still isn't."

"Maybe he'll change," Jonah said. "I mean, he might never kill a dragon in his life, but that doesn't mean he won't change things for the better, right?"

Astrid said nothing for a moment. "Wow, you're also wise. You're smart, polite, strong, and a whole bunch of other things kids your age aren't." She got off the wall and began to walk down the path to her house. "I'll send Hiccup over if I see him."

"Thanks. Good night, Astrid!" Jonah waved to her as she left.

She paused for a moment to turn around before a smile came to her face. "Night, kid."

Jonah walked inside the house and was surprised by just how dark the house was. Usually his father would leave a candle on just for the necessity of light. As he searched for the candle and matches he knew were in by the I replace, he called out, "Sunspot? Are you here?"

He heard nothing. He was probably with his father than, at the forge. He lit the candle, but just as he did...

"Hello, Jonah."

Jonah froze. He aimed the candle at the middle of the room. There, with a hood covering his head, a voice so deep it _had_ to be fake, and blended into the shadows so well Jonah couldn't tell how big he was, was a man with malicious intentions.

"Let's play."

* * *

><p>"Gobber! I <em>need<em> to stay in! Jonah told me that I have surpass Astrid!" Hiccup begged. Gobber didn't seem to understand how important the future was at stake.

"Why should you have to beat her?" Gobber asked suspiciously. "And how do I know you're not just saying that so you can kill the Monstrous Nightmare?"

_As if I want to kill a dragon,_ Hiccup thought. "I-I don't know why!" he lied, and for once, it seemed to have worked. "He didn't tell me, he only said that I have to beat her! Gobber, please!"

Gothi tapped her stick on the ground impatiently. She, too, agreed with Hiccup's reasoning.

The three of them began the argument at Gothi's hut, which then lead to the spiral case on the side of the mountain, down the stairs, and through the village. Luckily, just about everyone was asleep. Not to mention that it would take a house to be set on fire for a Viking to break through snores.

Hiccup tripped over something on the path and growled in irritancy before standing back up. "Gobber!"

"Fine, fine!" Gobber said, his hand on Hiccup's forehead to push him away while his prosthetic blocked Gothi's attacks. "Fine! But you still need to be penalized of some sort. I'll dumb it down to one week, but that's it! Got it?"

Hiccup huffed and crossed his arms. "Fine, but if the future is altered worse than what it is now, I'm blaming you!"

He rounded the corner of a house to get to his own when he suddenly bumped into someone. The both of them fell to the floor. "Ow! Watch where you're going, you idiot!"

Hiccup swiftly stood back up when he realized who he had walked into. "Oh, g-gods! As-Astrid! Sorry, I... I, um, I didn't... I didn't see you. I mean, it's sort of...impossible to–"

_Whack!_

Astrid rubbed her forehead as she watch Gothi smack Hiccup's head with her staff. After he rubbed his head, he added, "Thank you." He looked at Astrid and nervously clasped his hands together. "S-sorry Astrid."

Astrid only sighed heavily before nodding. "Whatever. And before I forget, Jonah wanted to talk to you about his mother."

"What?" Hiccup frowned. The future Astrid? He was about to ask why when Gothi started to scribble frantically on the dirt. He looked over and said, "She's asking if you left him alone."

"Yeah, I did. He seemed confident that he'd be able to take care of himself though."

"No matter, our foe would not strike if Jonah were with others. The boy is in danger!"

"Danger?" Hiccup asked, feeling his blood pump faster. "Wh-what do you mean?"

* * *

><p>The four of them ran to the house as fast as they could. Hiccup and Astrid were the fastest, followed by Gothi, then Gobber. It was a shock to all of them that the elder ran faster than the blacksmith, but they didn't really have time to process it.<p>

Hiccup ran faster than them all, seeing a light inside his house. "Jonah!" he shouted. "Jonah!" He barged open the door and his paralyzed in fear. He heard Astrid come up behind him and she gped.

"Oh, my gods..." she whispered.

Jonah was being held by his neck above the ground. He was struggling to breathe and tried to pry his fingers into the fists that had him trapped. The figure had his back turned to them, a cloak enveloping their entire body.

"If you want what's best, you'll leave me to do my job," he said with such an unnatural deep voice.

"You... You..." Hiccup gritted his teeth. "Leave my son alone!" He ran to the figure, attempting to tackle him down, but just as he jumped to do so, he was suspended in midair and thrown back by a fierce gust of wind. He hit the wall and fell to the ground, groaning in pain.

"Oi!" Gobber said. "Who are you? Leave the boy alone!"

_"SCRAAAW!"_ A sharp screech rang into the air, followed by a deeper yell. Two figures suddenly darted into the room, one small and yellow, the other black and larger.

Sleek came bursting into the room and charged at the man holding his surrogate brother. He unsheathed his teeth and bit deeply into his leg.

"AGH!" The figure dropped Jonah, who sputtered to breath, both from tears and the choke hold.

Sunspot burrowed at the figure's cloak, crawling under it. The figure pulled at his chest and threw the dragon against the wall next to Hiccup.

Gothi stepped forward and slammed her staff against the wooden floor.

"This isn't over!" the figure said. "I _will_ get your son, Haddock! The future will be mine!" With a sudden bright light, the figure disappeared.

Jonah coughed, inhaling sharply to try and receive air in his lungs again. Hiccup ran to his side, helping him off the floor. Sleek laid down next to the two of them as Sunspot scurried onto Hiccup's shoulder. "Jonah! Gods, Jonah, are you okay?"

He wheezed for breath as he himself being carefully picked up by his father. He buried himself into the familiar warmth of his chest, sobbing and staining his tunic with his tears. He wrapped his arms around his neck and buried his head into it, shaking uncontrollably uncontrollably from fear. "D-daddy..." Jonah gasped out.

Hiccup loci off ran his hand down Jonah's back, not at al wavering at how tight he clung to him. "It's okay... It's fine, I'm right here... Daddy's right here..." He turned his gaze for a moment to look at where the mysterious figure once stood, now just empty face. _I made a promise I couldn't keep. I'm so sorry, Jonah. _Hiccup felt himself tear up, and he held himself back from doing so. But in the end, he also let out a small sob, bringing Jonah closer to himself if at all possible, kneeling to the ground with the child in his arms. "I love you so much, Jonah. I thought I was going to lose you."

"I l-love you, too, D-d-daddy..." Jonah whispered.

"Hiccup." Hiccup turned his tear-stained face before to look at Gobber, who's eyes were wide in shock. "There's a dragon next to you, and on ya as well."

Hiccup chuckled, which came out as an odd gasp in his current state. He turned to face Sleek and petted his neck. "You saved my son," he said. "Thank you."

Sunspot growled impatiently and Hiccup added, "Don't worry, I was going to thank you, too!"

"Hiccup..."

_Crap_.

He turned in the opposite direction to the front door, where Astrid still stood in shock and confusion. "What in Hel's name is going on?"

"Yes, Hiccup," Gobber said, crossing his arms as he looked at the dragon's that he realized aren't going to attack at all. "What is going on?"

"Well... You see... I... Help me out, Jonah?" He looked down, but only saw his son sleeping. He was snoring lightly and occasionally hiccuping in his sleep.

Hiccup looked up again. "Oh, gods..."

* * *

><p><strong>And so the plot thickens... Mwahaha! You thought this story was just going to be a retelling of the movie with a twist, wasn't you? Ha! As if! If any of you know me, then you'll know how much I love to add plot twists! Then again, none of you really know me, do you?<strong>

**This chapter was harder to wright because I'm not good at writing fight scenes, so the part where Hiccup and the others start to face off against "him/her," I don't think I added enough context, I feel like I was just rushing it. But anyway, things get more serious from here.**

**Also, because Gothi admitted receiving dreams of Jonah, that means that she Connor be the mysterious figure. Sorry people who guessed Gothi, but! There is a clue I left in here that gives a vague idea of who it might be. Look for it and give your guess! If you've already guess, feel free to change it. If it's ther same person, say so so I don't count the vote twice, thank you.**

**"Mysterious Figure" Tally:**

**Future Hiccup: 4**

**Me: 7**

**Pitch Black: 4**

**Future Jonah: 1**

**Loki: 4**

**Mr. 5: 2**

**Alvin: 2**

**Valka: 10**

**(NEW!) Future Astrid: 3**

**Dagur: 2**

**Mildew: 4**

**Drago: 2**

**OC: 3**

**-Litwick723**
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Hiccup cradled Jonah in his arms as if he were but a babe. The 10-year-old had cried himself to sleep, and even as he slept, he let out the occasional shudder and hiccup, turning slightly to get in a more comfortable position. He sat on the big armchair that his father would usually sit at, the fire blazing with life. The heat made the cool night feel warm, and with Jonah in his grasp, made look like what had happened to the boy a few minutes almost a nightmare. Almost.

Hiccup nervously and carefully ran his fingers over Jonah's neck. The man—if it was a man—had gripped him so tight that he actually left a hand print on his skin. This only showed Hiccup how weak he truly was. He couldn't protect Jonah. What kind of father could he be if he can't even protect his own son?

He felt a sudden weight next to him, someone leaning on the armrest. "He's really your son." It was a remark, not a question.

Hiccup nodded slowly, letting out an airy sigh. "Yes, he is. I thought it was crazy, but he convinced me otherwise." Jonah shuddered lightly and saw that he was crying again, in his sleep. He brushed the stray tear away with his thumb. "I was so scared..." he admitted. "I thought... I thought I going to lose him..."

Astrid said nothing for a moment. She turned around to look at the two dragons that were sniffing Gothi. Eventually they decided that they liked her—and in Sleek's case, recognized her, Astrid supposed—and began to lick her face. The old woman smiled before she pet their chins.

"Area's secure," Gobber said, walking back in the room. "I checked every room in this house and the perimeter. No one nearby."

"If someone _were_ nearby, we would have noticed them and that light of theirs," Hiccup said glumly. Then he watched in confusion as Gobber poured sand all over the floor. He made clear of Sleek as the dragon sniffed the sand in curiosity, then grouped the sand together in one place. "What are you doing?"

"I think Gothi wants to say a few words," Gobber said. "Or rather, write a few pictures."

Once he was done, Gothi use her staff to write as Sunspot clung to it. _"Our foe has expected humans to interrupt, but not dragons. We were lucky, but next time, we will be prepared."_

"Next time?!" Hiccup shouted. "What the Hel makes you think I'm gonna let anything happen to him again?!"

"Dad?" Jonah opened his eyes at his father's shouting. "Dad, what's wrong...?"

"N-nothing, Jonah," Hiccup said. "Go back to sleep, we'll talk in the morning." Jonah only nodded drowsily as he closed his eyes again. Hiccup looked up again and said softly, "What do you mean, next time?!"

_"This will not be the first attempt our foe will have at assassinating Jonah. We must keep someone with him at all costs."_

Hiccup thought back to the past few days, to when he met Jonah on the beach to earlier today in the cove. "Now that I think about it, Jonah never really was alone since I found him in the forest. Even when he went with Astrid to the beach, he was with someone."

"He actually fell asleep when we were at the beach today," Astrid said. "Kid's energy is used up a lot, isn't it?"

Hiccup chuckled, shaking his head. "Yeah, yet he always seems to wake up early and not want to get up."

Gothi drummed her fingers against her staff nervously before she continued to write. _"The gods have been sending messages to me. They are all cryptic, but within the week, I may be able to discern what they mean. But I could still sense that the gods are powerless to stop this threat."_

"Then what hope do we have that we can?" Hiccup said. He was ready to give up. Maybe if he just left Berk with Jonah... True, that would just cause more problems, but if it meant Jonah's safety, then he was willing to take the risk.

"Hiccup," Gobber said. "You can't just give up like this! We _will_ protect Jonah until the time comes for him to return to his time."

"What if we can't?" Hiccup set Jonah down on the chair after he stood. "What if... What if something happens to him, to all of us? Maybe... Maybe if we just left, somewhere where this person could never find us..."

_Smack!_

Hiccup stumbled back at the unexpected slap, though, in all reality, it shouldn't have been. He rubbed his cheek and was about to thank whoever it was when someone grabbed him by his collar.

"Are you kidding me?!" Astrid said as loudly as she possibly could in a whisper while shaking him back and forth. "Since when were you the type of person to just give up? You have people who care about the future here, not just you!"

"But I don't want any of you guys to get hurt!" Hiccup reasoned. "I don't think I could live with myself if something happened to you, or my dad, or Gobber, and I know I would just have a mental breakdown if Jonah died!"

Astrid sighed heavily. She wasn't sure how to get through to him. Yes, she was shocked when she found out only minutes earlier that Jonah was Hiccup's son—which explained his defensive reaction a few days prior—but that didn't mean she was going back to her ignorant ways. No, she was going to help them, even if it cost her her life.

"The future won't matter if something does happen to Jonah," Astrid said, gesturing to the boy in the chair with his mouth open slightly. "I know I wasn't exactly nice to you in the past, but Jonah made me rethink things in my life. Let me make things up with you by trying to help you protect Jonah. Please?"

Hiccup looked up at her with even more shock. This was the _third_ time she was apologizing in less than a week. Not only that, but he was pretty sure she was begging. He didn't know what to think. He liked—no, he _loved_ Astrid, and he didn't want to see her hurt. If she died, then Jonah would never be born. But then if Jonah was never born, that meant that he wouldn't come to the past. But then that would mean Astrid wouldn't die and Jonah would be born, resulting in him coming to the past...

Hiccup groaned as he put a hand to his head. "My brain hurts..."

Astrid scoffed. "How do you think I feel?" She looked at Jonah again. "Sorry I left him on his own."

"The important is that he's still alive," Hiccup said. He bent down to pick him up again, cradling him in his arms. "Thanks for at least being with him today, Astrid."

She nodded before turning to leave the house. Sleek went up to her and sniffed her curiously, making her pause.

"He won't hurt you," Hiccup said quickly. "He's just curious, that's all."

Astrid stared at the dragon with narrow eyes, as if deciding to trust the thing or not. In the end, she only ignored it and left, sighing as she left the warm house for the cool night air.

"As long as Jonah's not alone, he'll be safe, right?" Hiccup asked Gothi.

_"Indeed. If he were to pass, then all of our efforts to preserve the future will be in vain and the darkness will win out."_

"So no pressure, then," Hiccup deadpanned. He shook his head and yawned, making the way to the stairs. "Make sure you clean the sand up, Gobber," he called down to him.

"Would you have preferred the hag write in the walls?" Gobber called back to him.

_Whack!_

As Hiccup walked to his room, he heard sounds of claws shuffling against the floor. He turned his head a little bit and saw Sleek and Sunspot trailing offer him. He entered his room and set Jonah on the bed, draping the blankets over him. Then he turned to the dragons.

"Sleek, your going to have to go back to Toothless," he said, pointing to the door with one hand on his hip.

Sleek purred innocently as Sunspot buried himself in Jonah's arms, holding him like a teddy bear.

"Go," he said again.

The dragon's response was laying down on his stomach, resting his head on his claws, flicking his tail and one of his ears, and looking up at him with the widest and cutest set of eyes Hiccup had ever seen.

"...Fine."

* * *

><p>Hiccup couldn't sleep well that night. He was in constant alert, never leaving the room for even the slightest creak made in the house whether it was a mouse or the wind. Jonah slept in peacefully as if nothing had happened, and Jonah would brush the hair out of his eyes sometimes to see his face, smiling at the warmth and love the father had for his son. But it all faded when he saw the gripped skin on Jonah's neck. There was no way to tell who they could've come from. Seeing the mark only reminded him of how he had failed. But then again, there wasn't much he could've done. No one could have been able to break through the forcefield that held Hiccup in place in the air except for the dragons. Only the dragons.<p>

At first light, Hiccup still lay awake, putting on a new tunic to replace the stained one from the night before. Jonah cried into it, falling asleep. He sat on the bed, waiting for Jonah to wake up when he saw something catch his eye. Sitting by Jonah's side, a glint hit his eye reflecting the sun's light. It was almost hitting his face, but whatever caused the glint was near his hands, near Sunspot. Hiccup reached over and picked it up.

It was a gold ring. He recognized it as a wedding ring, but more importantly, the insignia branded on the inside. It was an old Norse rune, a part from before Vikings even arrived in the Archipelago. It said, _"Minn elska æ,"_ which meant, "My love forever." But the most important thing was the way the _æ_ was branded, almost looking like two separate letters.

The way Hiccup wrote it.

About Astrid.

"Dad...?"

Hiccup turned to face Jonah waking up. He got off the bed and sat on his knees, placing his chin and arms on the bed. He moved the hair out of his eyes again and whispered, "Are you okay, Jonah?"

Jonah opened his eyes fully and his gaze hazed before landing on Hiccup. "Daddy..." Jonah gasped and crawled forward, desperately wrapping his arms around Hiccup's neck. "Dad... I was so scared..."

"So was I..." Hiccup said, clutching him tight. "I thought I was going to lose you..."

The two of them remained like that, father and son reuniting after a near-death tragedy. Sleek crawled out from underneath the bed and purred, crawling on it so that he can brush against Jonah's head. He turned a little and petted Sleek's snout contently. It seemed like the storm had passed, but in reality, it was only the beginning.

But Hiccup decided that everything else could wait. What mattered right now was that Jonah was alive.

After he had calmed down, Hiccup say on the bed with and arm around Jonah's shoulder. He fled up the ring and said, "Jonah, what is this?"

Jonah looked at the ring and sniffed. "It's Mom's wedding ring."

"Astrid's?" Hiccup asked in disbelief. "But...what's it doing here? Shouldn't it be with the Astrid in your time?"

Jonah shrugged, sleep coming to him again. "I don't know... I hope she's okay...and everyone else, too..." He closed his eyes, and witching seconds, he was snorting lightly. Hiccup let him sleep.

* * *

><p>Snotlout was relieved from recovery at the same time Hiccup was allowed back in the training arena. He had a lot to work with, especially because he was left out for a week. He wasn't sure how winning the "honor" for killing the Monstrous Nightmare would help the future, but eventually he decided that he wouldn't kill the dragon, but only tame it. That is, if anyone would actually listen to him for once. He hoped that Stoick wouldn't return until after, but then he remembered that he in fact did.<p>

Snotlout was steamed that Hiccup had actually managed to take him down, and when he tried to get back at him a few days later, Hiccup only had to poke one of Snotlout's remaining bruises and he would dramatically cry out in pain, resulting in Gothi walking him with her staff and Gobber carrying him away. Hiccup continued to use tricks that he learned from Toothless and Sleek rather than have Jonah tell them to him. The most comedic, he decided, was when he used his hammer to reflect light and all three dragons ran around the cove for almost an hour.

Unfortunately, this caused Hiccup to gain more attention, which he found ironic considering that this was what he always wanted. He only wanted to spend some time alone, which he found impossible, even if it was with Jonah. One day, after dealing with Stormfly after scratching her neck, he and his father made their way to the Great Hall to eat. That was when Vikings came all over, bombarding him with question. Jonah used that time to use his Zibbelback grenades so the three of them can escape, and with Astrid's help, they left the scene of the crime.

The three of them couldn't help but laugh as the Vikings in the Hall went in a frenzy, grabbing weapons and swinging wildly at dragons that weren't even there. As they neared the forge, Hiccup realized that this was the first time he had ever seen Astris laugh.

"Okay, I gotta admit, that was hilarious," Astrid said, trying to keep herself composed. "What else do you have?"

"I have these flares," Jonah said, trashing into his pocket and taking one out. "See? Sometimes, back home, I use them as cover so I don't have to do my chores."

"I'll keep that in mind," Hiccup said he reached for a piece of paper. "'Note to future self: do not give Zippelback Grenades to Jonah'."

Astrid only rolled her eyes. She was about to speak when she saw a book on the counter. "What's this?" she asked, reaching for it. "What language is this? It's definitely not Norse."

Jonah looked at the book and smiled. "Oh, yeah! I forgot all about that book!" He took and gleefully took the pages. Hiccup didn't realize it a few weeks earlier, but the book was new. The pages crinkled as they opened for the first time. "I'm glad I actually brought something to read. There are almost no books here, and almost all of them involve dragon killing."

Astrid still couldn't get over the idea that there were no dragon raids anymore, and the two boys decided that it was best to keep the dragon riding thing to a minimum. Sleek and Sunspot were simply seen as pets, and although Gobber and Gothi didn't seem to mind them anymore, Astrid was still wary and gripped her axe whenever either Sunspot came to close to her. Yet it never made any hostile moves, it just...sat there and looked at her.

"What book is it?" Hiccup asked.

"A book about monsters," Jonah explained. "It's like a glossary for magic and stuff. I got it from Queen Merida a few days ago." He quickly clamped a hand over his mouth, but it was too late.

"Queen Merida?" Astrid repeated. "We're familiar with a queen in the future?"

"...No?" Jonah said. "It's not important. It's in Scottish, the language they speak. Dad learned it, and he taught me. See?" He pointed to a picture of what looked like a blue flame with a cage drawing of a face. "Merida said that this is called a 'will-o-the-wisp.' They're supposed to lead you to your fate." He turned a few more pages and pointed to a drawing of a shadow. "And this is supposed be a 'booger-man,' I think."

Hiccup frowned. "Booger-man?"

Jonah stared at the text on the page before shrugging. "I'm still learning."

Astrid watched over his shoulder, fascinated at how much fascinated Jonah. He didn't expect for such a child to be so carefree, so open to the world. Maybe she'll have the chance, someday.

* * *

><p><strong>So apparently, the update schedule as back to normal. Oh, well, an update every two days was nice while it lasted. Next chapter, just to clear up where they are in time, will have Stoick return. So then, he hasn't yet. And also, another reference to the Big Four universe! Not sure if I can add a Tangled reference, but I will see what I can do. Also, a lot of you are coming up with insane theories on who Mysterious Figure is, and I gotta say, I like them.<strong>

**And want to make one more note: the true figure is indeed listed below. Good luck figuring out which one.**

**Mysterious Figure" Tally:**

**Future Hiccup: 4**

**Me: 9**

**Pitch Black: 4**

**Future Jonah: 2**

**Loki: 5**

**Mr. 5: 3**

**Alvin: 3**

**Valka: 11**

**Future Astrid: 4**

**Dagur: 4**

**Mildew: 4**

**Drago: 4**

**OC: 4**

**-Litwick723**


	18. The Dragon's Nest

Hiccup went on to make the tailfin, adjusting was was needed and making improvements with Jonah's help. The boy's back for memory was a blessing in disguise, and no sooner had they been working in the fun when they both took to the air again. Jonah shouted with glee as they actually left Berk's perimeter and flew even higher and higher into the air. He stood up on his feet and balanced on Sleek's back.

"Hey, Dad!" Jonah shouted over the wind. "Watch this!" he said once he earned his attention. Without a second thought, he ran up Sleek's head and jumped off. At the last second, Sleek grabbed him and pull him in close. With Sleek still flying, the dragon gripped tightly at his rider from below.

"What kind of parents do you have that let you do that?" Hiccup said to him before slapping himself. "Another note to future self: exclude any and all jump-offs, and make sure to get Jonah a saddle."

* * *

><p>After what appeared to be <em>another<em> near-death experience—this one involving a flailing Toothless, a free-falling Hiccup, and a sharp terrain that they somehow managed to avoid—Jonah wondered how the heck he existed in the first place. They settled at the beach, the same spot where the two of them first met. After making sure it wouldn't douse, they made a fire and caught fish to eat them. Jonah was eating his already, stifling a laugh every time he looked at his father.

"Not. One. Word," Hiccup said. His hair was blown back after Toothless let out a celebratory fireball. As fireproof as his scales were, Hiccup was not. Even parts of his face were scorched black.

"Wasn't gonna say anything," Jonah said. He twirled his fingers sound the tooth necklace Astrid gave him earlier in the month. "My birthday's in two weeks," he said suddenly.

Hiccup turned to him. "What? Your birthday?"

Jonah nodded. "Yeah. I think I'm gonna be 10?" The two of them still hadn't decided how old Jonah was. He was brought here on the evening of his 10th birthday, so technically, he was 10 already. But as his birthday had yet to pass here, it rendered him as nine again. It was as confusing as it could be, and not even Astrid could help.

"We'll do something for your birthday," Hiccup said. "I promise." He absentmindedly tapped his fingers on his leggings, the ring in his pocket. Hiccup always kept it with him since Jonah let him have it. He debated whether he should show it to Astrid or not, but he wasn't sure how to bring it up. Hel, they hadn't even told her she was Jonah's mom. She asked once, and the boys stayed silent about it. She did as she usually did, threaten Hiccup, but he wouldn't spill. He was buffing up, after all.

He was about to something more when he heard a retching sound. He looked down and saw Toothless coughing up the head of a fish. Again. "Uh, no thanks," he said politely, holding up the fish on his stick. "I'm good."

Sleek looked expectantly at Jonah. "Don't even think about it."

* * *

><p>Once Hiccup made a note about dragons not being so fireproof on the inside as they were on the outside in his new dragon manual, Jonah took his hand and dragged win to the window in his bedroom. He poked his head out the window and grinned. "Come on, Dad!"<p>

"Jonah, hold on!" Hiccup hissed as to not wake the village. "What are you doing? Wait!"

Jonah wasn't listening. He climbed out the window and reached for the edge of the roof, latching on to it. He raise his leg and hoisted himself onto the roof. "Come on! We'll miss it!"

"Miss what? Hold on just a second!" Hiccup quickly followed, remembering what happened the last time Jonah was left alone. After a few problems, he went up the roof, sitting with Jonah at the tip. As he rubbed his rear end, he said, "What's going on, Jonah? Why are you so excited?"

Jonah looked around and said. "You how the Mainland is further south?" he said. "Look!" He pointed out into the night sky, south, Hiccup figured.

Hiccup looked, but he didn't see anything. But as he narrowed his eyes, he saw something flicker in the far distance. "What...are those...? Floating lights?" He assumed at first that they were stars, but the flickering was unnatural. It was just a few at first, but as time past, he saw more and more floating lights. "What...?"

"In the mainland, Trader Johann told me a story," Jonah explained. "He said that there was a kingdom that lost their princess when she was a baby. The lights are actually flying lanterns, the same ones they released on the day she was born."

"Really?" Hiccup looked closer. He almost wished that he was there at that moment. "Wow. Was she ever found?"

"I think so," Jonah said. "We went to visit there once, but I was very little. I don't remember much. I think it was called 'Crown'?" He scrunched up his nose and furrowed his eyebrow, something Hiccup noticed _he_ did as well whenever he had to think hard. "I don't know. Something like that."

Hiccup nodded, amazed that even though he lost the lanterns more than once in the distant sky, he could still imagine hundreds, perhaps thousands, of lanterns floating in the sky in Berk. "I'd like to see something like that here on Berk."

"Me, too," Jonah said. He started to yawn and sway and Hiccup quickly shook him a little.

"Whoa, you might want to stay up a little bit longer," Hiccup warned. "I don't think I can carry you down from here."

Jonah just nodded and crawled to the edge of the roof again. Hiccup gritted his teeth nervously as Jonah lowered himself and disappeared from view. Once he was through, he followed, following the same procedure as the the past few days. Once he made sure Jonah was asleep, he made a sweep around the room and the hallway. He wouldn't dare leave the room, not with such a threat on Jonah's head. He was unable to sleep, and found it difficult to.

Which was why he was relieved to hear a knocking on his door, giving him an excuse to stay awake longer. But it was late, and he didn't understand why Gobber or Astrid would need to speak to him so late at night. "Damn it, Astrid," Hiccup said. "I know you want to make up and all, but I still need sle–" He opened the door to see not Astrid, but his father. "Dad! You're back!" He turned to face Jonah in his bed, thanking the gods that Sunspot was staying with the Night Furies for the past few weeks.

"Hiccup, I–" He stopped when he saw Jonah sleeping. "The boy is still here?" Hiccup noticed a hint of suspicion in his voice.

Hiccup nodded and said, "Y-yeah, but...but can you...keep quiet? He's a heavy sleeper, but loud noises give him nightmares." He involuntary cringed as his father instincts kicked in again.

Stoick didn't seem to notice, and narrowed and gaze to Hiccup. "Very well. But I know you've been keeping secrets."

Hiccup leaned on his desk in an un-nonchalantly manner, trying to keep his pulse in check. "I-I... I have?"

Stoick stepped into the room, his eyes never leaving Hiccup. "Just how long did you think you could hide it from me?" he said sternly.

Hiccup shook his head. What was he talking about? Toothless? Sunspot? Oh, gods, what if he found the truth about Jonah? How? "I don't know what you're..."

"_Nothing_ happens on this island without me hearing about it," Stoick continued. The way he looked over Hiccup in the dim light if the candle made him even the more intimidating.

"Oh?"

"So. Let's talk..." He glanced at Jonah before saying, "...about the boy."

Hiccup sighed. The game was up. "Oh, gods. Dad I'm so sorry. I was going to tell you. I just didn't know how to–"

But then Stoick began to laugh. It was quiet laughter, and it grew and grew until he was guffawing. Hiccup looked over at Jonah, and saw that he was still asleep. How, he had no idea.

"You're not...upset?" he asked nervously.

"What?!" Stoick said, making Hiccup Juno slightly. "I was hoping for this!"

"Uh...you were?" He glanced back and added. "Keep it down, you'll wake him up!"

But Stoick was off in his own world, not even listening. Then again, that wasn't new. "And believe me, it only gets better! Just wait 'til you spill a Nadder's guts for the first time. You really had me going there, son. All those years of the worst Viking Berk has ever seen! Odin, it was rough. I almost gave up on you!" He slapped a hand on Hiccup's back, making him hit the wall. "I thought the boy was a nuisance like you at first, but he sure can be a Hel of a teacher, can't he?"

This was when Hiccup understood. He thought that Jonah had been teaching him his tricks. Who told him that? Gobber? Most likely. He would've wanted to get on Stoick's good side with Jonah, and knew the perfect subject of conversation was killing dragons. Gobber still thought that dragons attacked in the future, and they assured Astrid that they did not, yet kept dragon riding in the deep end. But tonight, the night Stoick returned, was when Hiccup realized just how he was seen in his father's eyes. Was Jonah lying when he said that their bond had been mended?

"And all the while, you were holding out on me!" Stoick continued, not noticing the grieving look on Hiccup's face. "Thor almighty!" With a heavy sigh, he sat down in the chair by Hiccup's desk and said, "With you doing so well in the ring, we finally have something to talk about."

An awkward silence rang in the air as Hiccup tried to avoid looking at Stoick, yet Stoick tries to look at him. Hiccup couldn't believe his rotten luck. Out of all the times his father finally praised him, it was when he didn't want to kill dragons anymore? He now found it difficult to believe he ever wanted to in the first place. How was he supposed to bring up the truth about Jonah, anyway? _Oh, hey, Dad, guess what? My son came from the future and some enemy that I haven't met yet wants to kill him. How's your day going? _Not gonna happen.

"Oh, I...brought you something." When Stoick spoke, breaking Hiccup's thought, he brought out a helmet from behind him. "To keep you safe in the ring."

Hiccup, albeit resenting his father's purpose, couldn't help but feel hearted at this. The last time his father had given him a gift was the wooden sword left discarded at the clubhouse. This was actually from the heart, and Hiccup couldn't help but appreciate that. "Wow. Thanks." He ran his hand on the metal, feeling just how smooth and new it was.

"Your mother would've wanted you to have it," Stoick said sincerely. "It's half of her breast plate." At this, Hiccup retracted his hand, grimacing a little. Stoick tapped his own helmet and said, "Matching set. Keeps her close, y'know?"

Hiccup nodded. Deciding that it was best he went to sleep, he let out fake yawn, which gradually turned real, and said, "I should really get to bed."

The two of them began to talk at the same time again. "Yes! Good! Okay. Good talk. See you back at the house. We should do this again. I'm great. Thanks for stopping glad I stopped by, I hope you by. And for the... the uh, like the hat. ...breast hat."

Once Stoick closed the door and left, Hiccup sighed. Did he really need to win tomorrow? He didn't tell Astrid that it was necessary for him to win, she would probably just think he was passing her up. Even if Jonah pitched in. He kept it to himself, and Gobber and Gothi knew, of course. He just hoped things wouldn't go south.

* * *

><p>If there was ever a time Hiccup felt completely useless, more any point in his life, was when he won the Choosing. Astrid was slightly peeved, yes, but surprisingly, didn't threaten Hiccup. In fact, she came up to him and asked if him winning was a part of the future to stay on course.<p>

And Stoick couldn't be anymore prouder than him. He also heard that he managed to bedrid Snotlout, and Stoick only took it as a sign of boasting strength rather than defense. After the match, both Hiccup and Jonah disappeared from sight. Stoick didn't really mind, he only assumed that Jonah was teaching Hiccup how to down a dragon. He found it strange that someone so young had such brute force for their size, but again assumed that he's killed dragons before.

After making their way out of the village, back to the cove, they expected Astrid to show up. But it wasn't until the sun was starting to down when they realized why she was taking so long.

"You said that Astrid was extremely antagonized, right?" Hiccup asked Jonah. "Maybe the reason she didn't follow me was because she wasn't angry."

"I guess so," Jonah said. He nervously patted Sleek as he fiddled with his necklace again. "But what if something happens? Maybe... Maybe we should bring her here?"

Hiccup shook his head. "No, I don't want to force this in her. Maybe tomorrow, after I manage to train the Nightmare."

Jonah nodded, but he felt a pit in his stomach. "Dad... There's something I have to tell you..."

Hiccup looked at him. "Hm? What?"

He opened his mouth to speak, but found it difficult to form syllables. _How can I tell him that?_ he thought. _If I tell him, we'll just be going on blind!_ Then an idea clicked in his brain, a way to stall just a little bit longer. "I think it's better if I show you. We need to fly on Toothless."

Hiccup nodded, but then said, "Wait, together? What about Sleek?"

Sleek grumbled at Jonah, looking perplexed as well. Sunspot tilted his head as he chirped a question. "It's best if you two stay here," Jonah said. "You remember the story, Sleek, what if something happens to you?"

The dragon only pawed at Jonah's skirt, and Sunspot crawled back and forth between his shoulder. He shook his head and took the Terror of the nape of his neck, setting him back on the ground. "Guys, stay here, okay? We'll be back later."

The two reluctantly complied, and Jonah got on behind his father, wrapping his arms around his waist. Toothless took off into the air after double-checking with Sleek on staying, and within seconds, they were in the sky again.

The flight never seemed to cease to amaze Hiccup. It was just an exhilarating experience, one that he never wanted to end. The wind lapping on his face felt cool, not cold like it was on Berk the higher he got, the closer he was to the sun, feeling warm. The clouds they passed dampened them a little, feeling like a dog rather than the popular thought of fluff similar to sheep wool. And when they flew at night the days before, the stars just cleaned even tighter than they would at the ground. The best part about it was, he was sharing it all with his son.

_But what happens when he goes back?_ Hiccup thought. Will he remember it all? Will it all seem like a dream? Or will he be able to go back at all? What if Jonah and Sleek stay stuck in this time, not being able to go back to their own? That may not be such a bad thing because Hiccup would be able to spend even more time with him, not to mention Stoick could know the truth as well, but he knows that Jonah will miss the parents he grew up with. He knows that he'll miss all his friends, both dragon and human, his family. They _had_ to find a way to take him back. That's a part of being a father, isn't it? Knowing when it was time to let your children go?

_Besides, it's not like I'll never see him again. He may not remember me, but I will always remember him, even when he's born._

The trio passed out further from the island, the contention of flight never leaving them. "It always just seems to get better and better up here," Jonah said, releasing his grip to sit back and view the now-night sky, but just as his arm left, Hiccup snatched it and set back on him. He was startled for a moment until he realized that Hiccup was only worrying for his safety. He didn't want him to fall off.

"Yeah," Hiccup said. He petted Toothless's head, who turned a little to flash a gummy smile. "You're amazing, bud."

But that was when the recreation halted. Toothless suddenly made a deep dive, heading into a fog farther from where they had flown before.

"Toothless, what's happening? Jonah?" He turned his head to see his son with a hand pressed to his head. "Jonah, what's wrong?"

"M-my head hurts..." he said feebly. "I have...have a bad h-headache."

Hiccup as about to speak when a dragon suddenly flew into sight from the fog. "Get down!" he said, crouching as low as he could. Jonah followed, and a Zippelback followed, followed by a Monstrous Nightmare and a Changewing. They were boxed in, but they didn't seem to notice the humans on Toothless.

Jonah clutched his head, trying to clear the aching pain. "Toothless, you gotta get us out of here, bud," Hiccup said. "We need to check with Jonah!"

Toothless shook his hand away, continuing to fly. Hiccup nervously grabbed Jonah's hand and rubbed, trying to calm him down. "I-I'm okay, Dad, really..." Jonah said. "Just a small...pain..."

Hiccup said nothing. He continued to watch as more dragons arrived, growling softly. Each carried in their talons some fish or sheep. He saw some kind of large, fat animal as well. A yak maybe? _Looks like they're hauling in their kill, _he thought_. But then what does that make us? _He watched silently as the dragons banked and dive in formation, plummeting through the thickening fog and weaving between towering, craggy sea stacks. They emerged at the base of a massive volcanic caldera, glowing with rivulets of lava. The flock fell into rank, funneling through a crack, and zipped through a winding tunnel. It gave way to a vast, steamy inner chamber, tiered with pocky shelves. Dragons of all breeds lay about, nested in hordes. The arriving dragons flew in, dropping the fish and game into a central pit, glowing red and shrouded in mist. Toothless perched on a stretched stone board, hiding around a small pillar.

Jonah clutched his head with both hands, breathing heavy. "I can...I can hear them! It's too much!" His eyes prickled lightly with tears and Hiccup felt even more useless. He pulled Jonah in front of him and pressed lightly on his forehead to try and soothe his headache. _There are too many dragons altogether at once for Jonah to take._

He let his eyes wander to the dragons who dropped food in the pit. _It's satisfying to know that all of our food has been dumped down a hole._ Even when surrounded by hundreds of thousands of dragons can Hiccup use his sarcastic tone.

He looked on as a single Gronckle flew in, not carrying anything. He found it a bit strange that it didn't, but thought not nothing of it. That is, until, it opened its mouth and dropped a pernicious fish inside. _Okay, that's disgusting._ But then he realized something else was wrong. Jonah was shaking uncontrollably as a loud roar pierced the air, stronger than any other dragon ever seen or heard on Berk. Hiccup pulled him tighter in his grasp, looking around confused at the dragons shrank back. A moment later, a dragon's head bigger than the Great Hall leaped out of the pit and swallowed the Gronckle whole. The nearby dragons, a pair of Deadly Nadders, trilled nervously and shrank back even further.

"What...is that?" Hiccup said nervously.

"Don't you want to know."

Hiccup twirled his head and the sound of a voice. For a moment he thought it was the same person who attacked Jonah a few weeks earlier, but the voice was different. From behind a stow pillar, a man stepped out. He was unconcealed, which Hiccup found suspicious. He was an old man, holding a wooden stick in his hand as he leaned on it. He walked with a slight limp. "Wh-who are you?"

"I am of no importance," the man said. Leaning in the wall as he pointing with the stick, he added, "Watch out, Hiccup. If you and our son want to live, I suggest you leave now."

Hiccup frowned. "Wait a minute, how did you know–"

Movement caught his eyes, and he turned to see the large dragon's head moving again. It sniffed the air, as if searching for something, then turned its attention to the perch where Toothless rested.

"Go," he heard the old man say. "Go now!"

"Alright, buddy, we gotta get out of here. Now!" Toothless didn't need to be told twice. He darted into the air the same moment the large dragons napped its teeth in their direction, narrowly missing them. The other dragons flew in a frenzy, and a Zippelback as caught in their place. Hiccup clenched Jonah close to him, holding on to Toothless with a single hand. If things weren't complicated, they most certainly were now.

Sleek pounced with joy when Toothless landed back in the cove, but stopped when he noticed how worried and frightened Jonah was. The boy was carried off the dragon by his father, clutching his tunic tightly as if her were afraid to fall. He was breathing heavily, his eyes looked frantic, his skin was pale and cold, he sweat, and his one hand not clutching Hiccup was held to his head.

* * *

><p>"Jonah, are you okay?"<p>

Jonah exhaled shakily. "S-s-so ma-many...m-many v-voi-voice-ces..."

Hiccup didn't let go. He sat on the ground against the rock as Sunspot, Toothless, and Sleek wrapped themselves around the two of them. Even though he was sweating, Jonah slowly relaxed at the loving warmth the dragons offered, not at all like the lava pit at the nest.

The nest. They had actually found the nest. _That's the dragon that's controlling them all, _Hiccup realized, remembering what Jonah told him on the first day that they met. _If no dragon brings it food to eat, it'll _eat_ them_. "What was that thing?" Hiccup asked after Jonah managed to calm down a little.

"Th-the R-r-red Death-th..." Jonah said. He shivered as the familia cold wind of Berk blew. "I was...so...scared..."

He rubbed his hand in circles on Jonah's back to help him calm down. It seemed to help considerably, because after another minute, he stopped shivering altogether and breathed lightly.

"I heard it," Jonah said softly. "I heard its voice. It was calling for food. She was getting in my head, she knew we were there and wanted to control me, too..."

"It's okay..." Hiccup said. _A dragon that can even control Jonah. He's spent so much time with them, he acts and thinks like one. Gods, I hope there isn't any other dragon like that out there._ "How can I defeat the thing?" Hiccup asked. "How does it happen? When? Can you tell me that?"

Jonah looked at him with a face that Hiccup knew all to well: shame. He shook his head and said, "I'm sorry, Dad."

"Sorry? For what?"

He looked down, looking away as tears prickled his eyes again. "I-I don't...know what happens...next..." he whispered.

* * *

><p><strong>Now before anyone gets any ideas (though I suppose it's too late for that), I'm giving the disclaimer now: this is <em>not<em>, repeat, _NOT,_ a RotBTD crossover. I will be working on a series of one shots about Jonah's time, and _that_ will be a crossover. Just some family fluff. I won't do it until I complete this story, though. I only added these references because I love the idea of all four words existing at the same time. Timeline wise, Hiccup is the oldest since Vikings existed in the 1000s, Merida in the 16th century, Rapunzel in the 18th-19th century, and Jack today.**

**This also begs the question, who is this old man? Hehe, plot twist! I think, I don't know, I'm not the one reading it. I also want to say that the story is near its end. This may seem like the climax (because it is), but the real problems begin at the final test for Hiccup. Yes, that will be next chapter. I can say that there's more than three chapters left, but less than seven. Somewhere in there.**

**"Mysterious Figure" Tally:**

**Future Hiccup: 5**

**Me: 12**

**Pitch Black: 4**

**Future Jonah: 2**

**Loki: 6**

**Mr. 5: 4**

**Alvin: 3**

**Valka: 12**

**Future Astrid: 4**

**Dagur: 6**

**Mildew: 5**

**Drago: 6**

**OC: 4**

**-Litwick723**


	19. The Viking's Challenge

"You don't...know?"

Jonah shook his head, not looking into Hiccup's eyes.

"Jonah. Jonah, look at me."

He slowly raised his head, expecting Hiccup to show some sort of wrath, even if it was a small one. His eyes reached Hiccup's and they weren't angry. They weren't confused. They were kind and caring, just like they were since he met him at the beach, just like his father back in his time. He buried himself in his chest, sobbing, as Hiccup sweetly petted his head.

"Dad... I'm so...sorry..."

Hiccup didn't say anything. After a while, Sunspot sniffed up Jonah's face, not liking seeing the boy so sad. He licked his cheek, and Jonah let out a small giggle. He sniffed and rubbed his nose with his sleeve before looking at Hiccup.

"It's okay if you don't know," he said. "I'm sorry I've been freaking out lately. I just don't want anything to happen to you."

Jonah nodded before saying, "I-in my time, y-you never told m-me the whole s-story. Only up to the n-nest. I told that part to-to Ingrid."

Hiccup looked up, seeing how high the moon was. They were out for quite a while, he realized. _The Red Death. A dragon that can force others to do its will. I need to think of a way to defeat that with Toothless, but how?_ He shook his head, deciding that it would be best to put a pin on it for a while. They had busy day tomorrow, after all. But as Hiccup carried the now-sleeping Jonah in his arms back to the house, he thought back to the old man at the nest. How did he get there? Who was he? How did he know who Hiccup and Jonah were? Could it be that it wasn't only one person out calling for blood?

* * *

><p>"Be careful with that dragon."<p>

Hiccup turned to see Astrid and Jonah standing behind him. He knew Jonah was supposed to be with Stoick, as his so-called "guest of honor for making Hiccup worthy." Astrid was to be with the other teens, but it seemed that she wasn't willing to. Over time, the teens congratulated Hiccup for being top in dragon training, and Snotlout even apologized for being so rude for all those years. It infuriated Hiccup that all he had to do was be just like everyone else. He never wanted to be like everyone else, even back when he wanted to kill dragons. He wanted to be _accepted_.

"It's not the dragon I'm worried about," Hiccup said, looking up at where Stoick sat. He knew what he was going to do, and if taming the Monstrous Nightmare was the key to fixing the future and helping Jonah get back to his home, then he'll have to achieve it. Stoick for once will have to let Hiccup talk, and hopefully, with Hiccup's recent success, he'll do just that.

"What are you gonna do?" Astrid asked.

He wasn't sure anymore.

"Dad," Jonah called, making him turn back around. He took the Smokesbreath tooth necklace off, then stepped up to Hiccup and reached as high as he could to put it around Hiccup's neck. "For luck. You always told me that a treasured item could bring luck for me."

Hiccup smiled, looking at the tooth, then Astrid, then Jonah. "Thanks, kid. I'll take good care of it." He looked at Astrid and said, "Astrid, if anything goes wrong...just make sure to look after Jonah."

"If anything goes wrong, there won't be anything of Jonah to look after," Astrid pointed out. "But just...promise me it won't go wrong."

He didn't say anything. He couldn't.

Gobber came up to to him, placing his hand in his shoulder. "It's time," he said. Hiccup nodded, putting his helmet. Jonah recognized the helmet, and didn't say anything as Gobber said to him, "You must be proud of your father, getting the honor of watching him kill his first dragon."

Jonah didn't say anything. He eyed the helmet for a moment before his eyes widened a little in realization. Hiccup didn't notice it, walking into the ring, hearing the cheers and hoots of the crowd. The entire village had gathered, so this was definitely a sight to see. He locked eyes for a moment with his father, giving a nervous smile. Stoick smiled back, but Hiccup didn't notice it. He was too distracted, too nervous to know what would happen if he failed, what would happen if he succeeded. He took a dagger from the weapons stand, along with a shield, and stood in front of the doors. "I'm ready."

The doors opened with a resonating _boom!_ The Nightmare, fully ignited, scampered out of the cage and clawed at the iron chains blocking its exit. Outside of the ring, Jonah clutched his head tightly. It didn't hurt as much as the night before, but the lingering pain returned.

"Jonah, what's wrong?" Astrid asked.

"I can hear...the voice..." Jonah said. "He's...he's angry...and confused..."

Astrid looked up to see the dragon leering at Hiccup. He began to back up as the Nightmare crawled closer inch by inch. He shocked her by deliberately dropping the shield and knife, continuing to step back. The dragon looked at the weapons, and she saw a hint of confusion on its face. _Dragons can feel confused?_

She looked up and saw the crowd, baffled as they were. She eyed Stoick and saw him mumble something, probably wondering what Hiccup was doing. Jonah sighed and she realized that the Nightmare was calming down. He was doing it, he was actually _taming_ the dragon. She thought he was just kidding when he told her that earlier in the day.

"I'm not one of them."

She looked up again to see Hiccup take his helmet off and toss it aside. This was it. Hiccup threw his entire life away to save the future. Maybe throwing it away in the first place was what made it? She had seen Sleek and Sunspot more than once before, and they never moved to attack her. In fact, they let her pet them. Dragons were most definitely not what they seemed to be. Everything they knew about them was _wrong_.

"Stop the fight," Stoick called out. He didn't like what was happening, what Hiccup had done.

Hiccup currently stuck his hand out, almost as if he were touching the creature. Then Astrid realized that was his plan, he was going to pet it. It just needed to calm down first. "No," he said, speaking for the first time in a loud and clear voice that could be heard from everyone. "I need you all to see this. They're not what we think they are. We don't have to fight them."

Stoick had it. Using his hammer, he swung the metal bars and shouted, "I said, STOP THE FIGHT!"

* * *

><p>In the distance, two figures watched as the Monstrous Nightmare in the cage chased after the teenager after becoming agitated. They saw the girl and the boy's son run inside to help. They saw the three of them trying to avoid being hit.<p>

"What do you think?" the shorter figure asked. "Will they make it?"

The larger figure scoffed. "As if. If everything goes according to plan, not only will the boy die, but the entire village will disappear off the face of the planet. They'll reappear, yes, but with no memory of their little experience. Hiccup will be banished, and my future will be preserved."

The shorts figure raised an eyebrow. "Well, you seem confident."

"Ha! The boy may have been my undoing, but if all else fails, I'll still have another chance."

The second figure nodded. "Just remember, now: what goes around comes around. You may just be unraveling your fate once more."

"Humph."

He returned to looking at the ring, where a fireball exploded. "The Night Furies will arrive momentarily. It's best we retire to the hut. This will be over soon." In a puff a black smoke, he disappeared from sight.

"Crazy braggart." The larger figure followed.

* * *

><p>It was complete chaos. One second, Hiccup was close to showing everyone the truth about dragons. The next, the Monstrous Nightmare become aggravated, startled by Stoick's shout.<p>

What happened next occurred so fast he wouldn't remember the whole ordeal later precisely. He remembered Astrid coming in to save him, he remembered Jonah trying to speak to it, he remembered Stock calling for them, he remembered a fireball almost burning his head off. He remembered being pinned down by the dragon, but before the Nightmare could blow, a familiar screech pierced the air. _No!_

The weight that stood atop of Hiccup was thrown off as everything become enveloped in dust and smoke. Then, tumbling out of the cloud, Toothless, Sleek, and the Nightmare were clawing and biting ferociously at each other. The two Night Furies shook off roaring at the other dragon. Hiccup saw Sunspot perched on Sleek's back, growling as well. The Nightmare eventually backed off, retreating into the cage.

"Night Fury!"

"Get it!"

Hiccup stood up. He turned swiftly to see Astrid clutching Jonah, so he wouldn't run off. _Good_, he decided. _I'll get all the blame_. He ran to Toothless, who looked on at all the Vikings in the arena. "Alright, Toothless, go! Get out of here! Go! GO!"

But Toothless didn't fly away. Sleek snapped and blasted the group at anyone who neared him. He knew that they weren't the enemy, but he had to at least defend himself. Unfortunately, he didn't notice someone grab his tail. He was lifted into the air and gripped tightly, unable to escape. "I got the small one!"

Sunspot blasted at any Viking he could, but he was caught as well. He bit the hand that captured him and flew off before he could be snatched again.

"Sleek!" Jonah shouted when he saw his brother. He gasped when he saw Stoick charge at the Night Fury youngling with a sword. "No! Stop!" He pulled himself out of Astrid's reach, who was too disoriented to call him back. "Please, stop! Stoick!" Jonah pulled on Stoick's cloak, making a the older man look down at him. "Please, leave him alone! He's my best friend!"

"Friend?" Stoick repeated. He looked at Toothless, who was still fighting off Vikings as Hiccup kept yelling for him to go away, then at Sleek, who had stopped resisting and looked at Jonah. "Friend?! You ally yourself with these beasts?!"

"They're not beats, they're majestic animals!" Jonah said. "Please, don't hurt him!"

Stoick looked at the Viking holding Sleek before saying, "Pin it down. I'll cut its head off."

Jonah froze, feeling his blood curdle at hearing this. He watched in horror as Sleek was pinned to the ground, still not resisting. He looked up with pleading eyes, but the Vikings ignored him. Stock walked up and raised his sword.

"NO!" Jonah stood in front of Sleek, trying to persuade Stoick again, but before he could say anything, he felt the sword swipe across his body.

Hiccup still tried to stop Toothless, but he paused when he heard Jonah shout. He turned around and looked in horror as his father used his sword to swipe as Jonah. His eyes widened when he saw his green tunic turn dark. Blood.

"Jonah!" Hiccup ran to him, and in this, Toothless was distracted long enough to be held by the Vikings.

Stoick turned, not realizing what he had just done, and saw Hiccup push him out of the way. Stoick only slightly staggered back, seeing as he was too large for someone of Hiccup's structure to fully push away. Hiccup knelt down, tears forming in his eyes as he gently pressed Jonah's head on his lap. Jonah was breathing heavy, just like he was he night before. The sword had cut from across his chest to his stomach. He was bleeding too much.

"D-dad..." Jonah said. He cringed and yelped in pain when Hiccup tried to help him stand. "D-dad! Dad, stop!"

Hiccup stopped. He didn't want this to happen, not when he promised he would protect his son. "J-Jonah..."

Jonah said nothing. He closed his eyes as the blood trickled down his tunic to Hiccup's hands, down to the cold stone floor. He shuddered a sigh and his chest stopped moving.

"Jonah...?" Hiccup said pathetically. "Jonah? Jonah?!"

Nothing. But if that wasn't worse, Hiccup saw that Jonah began to look transparent. The first thing to disappear were his feet, then his waist, his shoulders. His head went last. Where Jonah was remained only a puddle of blood. Hiccup looked up and saw Sleek disappearing as well. He gave Hiccup a sad purr before he vanished.

"What in Odin's..." Hiccup heard Stoick say behind him. Silence, then, "Put it with the others!" Hiccup felt himself being lifted by one hand, being dragged away from the ring. He looked up briefly and saw the Vikings surrounding Toothless. He saw Astrid looking at him, her cheeks streaming with tears.

"Please..." he whispered. No one except Stoick heard him as he was dragged away. "Please...just don't hurt him... Please don't hurt him..."

* * *

><p>Hiccup felt himself being thrown inside the Great Hall. He didn't remember being taken, only feeling like he was. He broke his fall with his hands, but felt something wet cover them. He looked down at the wooden floor and saw something red. Blood. Jonah's blood.<p>

"I should have known. I should have seen the signs," Stoick said, pacing back and forth between the entrance. "We had a deal! So everything in the ring. A trick? A lie?" When Hiccup said nothing, he shouted, "Answer me!" Hiccup raised his head to meet Stoick's eyes and he almost stepped back. He looked different. There was a look in his eyes that Stoick didn't recognize.

"What do you want me to say," Hiccup said softly. It wasn't much of a question.

"I want you to explain to me what happened in the ring today!" Stoick shouted again. "What was that...that performance? Are you _trying_ to be as useless as you've been?"

Hiccup shook his head. "You've...ruined _everything_."

"Ruined?" Stoick repeated. "Ruined?! I saved the village! That Monstrous Nightmare would have destroyed the entire village if I hadn't–"

"Then why did you provoke it?!" Hiccup shouted. "I had everything under control until _you_ decided to swing that stupid hammer of yours! I could've showed you the _truth_ about dragons, that they are not what we think they are! Because of you, the future is ruined! Because of you, _my son is dead!"_

Stoick was about to rebuke Hiccup for shouting at him when what he suddenly reached his brain.

"Yes, you heard right!" Hiccup shouted again. "Jonah is my _son!_ You know what his full name is? Jonah _Stoick Haddock_. He came here from the future because someone is out to kill him! But because of you, he's dead and time is at a mess!"

Stoick leered at him and said, "Listen to yourself! The future? Your son? You've been touched in the head since I've been gone!"

"Then talk to Astrid," Hiccup said. "Talk to Gobber, to Gothi! They know the truth! Gothi says that the village has a threat worse than the dragons over our heads! Because of you, that threat is going to change the future for the worse!"

"And what's the deal with the dragons? Huh?! Is that part of this future?"

"Yes!" Hiccup shouted. He felt so aggravated, why couldn't he see the truth? "Take this out on me all you want, just don't hurt Toothless! I've lost enough people who care about me!"

"The dragon? _That's_ what you're worried about? Not the people you almost killed?!"

"He was just protecting me!" Hiccup continued. "Your don't know anything about him! Jonah comes from a future where dragons and Vikings coexist together! He can understand them as if they were speaking the same language!"

"Hiccup... They've killed HUNDREDS OF US!"

"And we've killed THOUSANDS OF THEM!" he reasoned, remembering exactly what Jonah told him the day they met. "They defend themselves, that's all! They raid us because they have to! If they don't bring enough food back, they'll be eaten themselves." He didn't realized that he was rambling until he said, "There's something else on their island, Dad... It's a dragon like–"

"Their island?" Stoick accused. He pointed at him with a finger and said, "So you've been to the nest."

Suddenly, Hiccup felt weak and frail again. He wanted to protect the future at all costs, and because of him, the entire village will be led to their deaths. "D-did I say nest?"

"How did you find it?" Stoick demanded.

"I-I didn't! Jonah did! He heard the dragon calling out like any other dragon can, he was attracted to it!" But as soon as he said this, he saw Stoick stand straight as an idea came to his mind. Hiccup realized what he said and shouted, "Oh no. No, Dad! No!"

But Stoick only ignored him, pressing on.

"Dad! It's not what you think! You don't know what you're up against! It's like nothing you've ever seen! I lost my son, I can't lose my dad, too! For once in your life, _WOULD YOU PLEASE JUST LISTEN TO ME?!"_

Stoick finally had enough. He swatted his arm at Hiccup, hitting him across his face. Hiccup's still-soaked hand went to his cheek, staining it red. _Did he...?_

"You've thrown your lot in with them. You're not a Viking. You're not my son."

Stoick walked out, leaving Hiccup broken on the ground. He did nothing but stay on the wooden floor, his hand still grazing over his cheek.

* * *

><p><em>Hiccup laughed. He watched as Jonah took a piece of chicken off the plate he got and set it in his bag. "I'll get you something else later, okay, Sunspot?"<em>

_A soft yelp answered him. Jonah looked up at his father's fish and smiled. "Yak pie? I love yak pie."_

_"Me, too." They both have a knowing grin, as if they just said a joke that only they understand. In a way, they did._

_Once Gobber was out of earshot, Hiccup whispered to Jonah, "Did you just call me a toothpick?"_

_Jonah nodded. "Uh-huh. That's what I like about Uncle Gobber. Even in the future, although you do actually do have muscles, you're still thin. He always calls you a toothpick."_

_Hiccup muttered, "'Actually do'?" Then he pinched his arm. No muscle._

* * *

><p><em>Jonah flinched slightly as the cloth was dabbed against his nose.<em>

_"Sorry," Hiccup said softly. "Hey, be lucky that even though you're bleeding, it's a sign that–"_

_"–that you fought in a battle and came out of it alive," Jonah finished. "I know."_

_Hiccup was about to ask how he knew what he was going to say when he remembered who he was. He gave a small smile. "I'm guessing I say that often?"_

_"Often," Jonah replied. "Usually whenever after I wrestle dragons."_

_"You wrestle dragons?" Hiccup asked, surprised._

* * *

><p><em>Jonah smiled before he closed his eyes, and softly began to sing along.<em>

_"'Cause you'll be in my heart. Yes, you'll be in my heart. From this day on, now and forever more. You'll be in my heart. No matter what they say. You'll be here in my heart, always."_

_"I love you, Dad..." Jonah said softly._

_Hiccup smiled again, kissing Jonah's cheek. "I love you, too, Jonah. Sleep tight, son."_

* * *

><p><em>Jonah groaned vehemently as Hiccup raked his fingernails into his hair. "Dad!" he whined. "This is embarrassing!" As if to further his point, Sleek and Sunspot chortled something. "See? Even Sleek and Sunspot are laughing at me!" He groaned again and moved the hair out of his eyes to glare at his father. "Why do I have to have a bath? We're Vikings! We don't bathe!"<em>

_"I don't care if we're Vikings or Romans or even gods," Hiccup said. "No son of mine is going to be walking around filthier than my father's beard, which, may I remind you, is pretty filthy."_

* * *

><p>The past flowed to him all at once, every single moment with Jonah filling his heart. He was so happy, more so than he ever had been his entire life. He as happy to know he had a future, he had a son, he was appreciated.<p>

And now it was gone.

* * *

><p><strong>"Mysterious Figure" Tally:<strong>

**Future Hiccup: 5**

**Me: 13**

**Pitch Black: 5**

**Future Jonah: 2**

**Loki: 7**

**Mr. 5: 4**

**Alvin: 3**

**Valka: 13**

**Future Astrid: 4**

**Dagur: 6**

**Mildew: 5**

**Drago: 7**

**OC: 4**
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	20. The Rider's Denial

Astrid searched the entire village for Hiccup. She couldn't believe what just happened. Jonah died, and he just _disappeared_. Where had he gone? Did he go back to his time? Did he fade from existence? For the first time since she could remember, she cried. He was just a kid, a little boy. Stoick was blinded by rage, swinging his sword. But he saw the amount of trust between Jonah and Sleek, the two were so close they were practically brothers. The other Night Fury...was that Hiccup's dragon? A Night Fury? It made sense, Sleek had to have come from _somewhere_, she supposed.

She continued to look around the village, not talking to anyone who stood in her path. More than one person tried to engage in conversation with her, but she ignored them completely. It wasn't until she was farther from the people when she heard a familiar trill. She looked down to see Sunspot, the yellow Terrible Terror. She remembered Jonah telling her that they met Sunspot shortly after Jonah had arrived, so he was part of this timeline, unlike Jonah.

"Hey, there..." She carefully bent over to pick it up as to not startle him. She had petted him before and knew that there was something more about dragons than she thought. What happened in the ring today proved it. "How about we go and find Hiccup together, hm?"

It wasn't until the ships with the entire village and the Night Fury left when she finally found him. He was standing at a high view point, a rocky cliff, too close to the edge for her liking. He saw him back up against the wall, looking at his hands. Even from a distance, she could see his hands covered in red.

She walked up to him, Sunspot perched on her shoulder. He must have noticed their presence because his face flicked to her for a moment before turning away. She couldn't see the right side of his face, only his left.

"It's a mess," she said awkwardly. She wasn't sure what to say and spurted out, "You must feel horrible. You've lost everything. Your father, your tribe, your best friend and son."

Still nothing. Sunspot flew off her and landed on Hiccup's boot, scratching it with his claws. Concerned, she walked around to face him and gasped. Dry blood covered his right cheek. She took his face in her hands and said, "Oh, my gods, Hiccup! Did Stoick do this to you?" But upon checking, she saw that there was nowhere for blood to spill out. "Hiccup?" She looked into his eyes and gasped again. She let go, backing up a few steps.

His eyes were in pain. She had seen it in him before, whenever Hiccup was bullied. She wanted so badly to help him, but her parents forbade her to. She watched in agony as the life and light seemed to drain out of Hiccup for years until he began to work at the forge, when he began to work on his insane machines. They were full of light again, and it grew even more so when Jonah arrived. But now, they were as dark and dull as they were so many years ago. His forest green eyes suddenly looked like a dark forest green, where ominous fates await those who enter.

He was dead inside.

"Hiccup..." Astrid said softly.

No response. Hiccup instead stepped around her and continued to stare into the open sea. His arms went slack and he collapsed on his knees. Tears began to flow down his cheeks, but either he didn't notice them, or he did and didn't care. He was so quiet, Astrid swore that he wasn't breathing. His stomach was barely heaving and he didn't even blink.

Astrid kneeled down in front of him, cupping his face with his hands. Sunspot backed away nervously, not understanding Hiccup's extreme depression. Astrid didn't care about her image anymore, she didn't care if she was speaking with the village traitor. She loved him, she really did, and she didn't want to see him like this. It wasn't Hiccup. "Hiccup..."

"He's gone..." Hiccup spoke, but his voice was so raspy that it almost it sounded like a snake's hiss. "He's gone... My dad... Toothless... I'm...alone..."

"No!" Astrid shouted. Her sudden outburst didn't even faze him. He only continued to look straight on ahead as if she weren't there. "Hiccup, please! You're _not_ alone! I don't know what's at the nest, but you can't just give up! We can still preserve the future, we can still make things right! Please, the entire village needs you! Your dragons needs you, Jonah and Sleek need you!" She spilled years of tears her own again, resting her forehead against his. She whispered, "_I_ need you..." before she softly pressed her lips against his.

The kiss was soft, but when Hiccup didn't do anything, she began to pull back, afraid that she may have forever lost him. But as her lips backed away, she felt a sudden grip on her arm. She looked down to see Hiccup's blood-free hand holding her arm before it trailed down to meet her hand. Their fingers intertwined and Astrid felt her face being lifted by Hiccup's other hand. The blood was dry, and her face did not stain. But looking into his eyes once more, Astrid saw his eyes vibrating a little. His small pupils dilated and he blinked one. Twice.

"Astrid...?"

Astrid let out a laugh of relief. She kept her hands around his neck and kissed him again, a little bit more fiercely. This time, Hiccup responded by kissing back. His hand slowly went to her waist, and then he cupped her right cheek as he broke the kiss. "Astrid... I love you..." And just like that, the light returned to his eyes.

To which Astrid responded by hitting his arm. "That's for making me cry!" she said, ignoring his cry of pain. Then she pulled him by his tunic, kissing him again. "And that's for everything else..."

Hiccup closed his eyes before she could speak again. He put a hand to his mouth and sobbed, curling up into a ball. Astrid pulled him close, resting his head against her shoulder. "You're never going to be alone, Hiccup," she said sweetly. "I'm going to be right here with you."

"Oh, gods..." Hiccup gasped. "Jonah... He's gone... My dad... Stoick, h-he..."

"We'll fix it..." Astrid said. "We'll make things right, we _will_ get our son back."

Hiccup blinked before asking, "O-our?"

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a piece of paper. "You... You dropped this the day Jonah jumped on the Gronckle... I thought nothing of it until...well... See for yourself."

Hiccup gingerly took the note, confused at what she was saying. She knew? She knew the truth and didn't do anything? Why? He looked down at the paper, his hands shaking violently. He unfolded it, looking at the familiar drawled writing.

_"They say that the gods sometimes listen to us, and they can help us when the need comes. Dad said that some of them might even grant wishes. That's exactly what happened today. In this Berk, everything is so different. Mom, especially. She said that she was so emotionless when she was younger, but I didn't think it'd be like this! I know she likes Dad, and Dad likes her back, but they're both so stubborn to admit it. It runs in the family, I guess. And honestly, I'm surprised no one's mistaken me for a Hofferson. People do say that I look like a boy version of Mom. In this time, I could be her brother. I mean, she and I are the only ones who have yellow hair and blue eyes, not mention that I wear a skirt to take after Mom back home and Mom here. I still wonder how everyone else is doing back home. Do they know where I am? Probably not. Either way, I'm lucky to be in this Berk to meet my parents. Not everyone gets the chance to see their parents fall in love. And with that, I conclude my journal entry._

-_JSH_

_PS: I need to remember to be with Mom. She needs to learn that it's okay to show your emotions. It's what makes us human. You can't _not_ be afraid of anything. It's impossible."_

Hiccup didn't say anything. This journal entry was vague so that anyone who didn't know where—or rather, _when _Jonah came from, couldn't understand what it meant.

He didn't say anything for a while. He wasn't sure what to say. Why is there not some sort of guidebook for this sort of situation? _How to Speak to the Girl you Love When She Finds Out that She is the Mother of Your Son. Yeah, that'll be a bestseller._ But he only shook his head, trying to spill more tears, but found it impossible to do so. He had already shed all that he could.

Sunspot purred softly, resting himself on Hiccup's boot before clawing his way up his leg and on his lap. Hiccup opened his eyes again to see the Terrible Terror look at him quizzically, then rub his snout against his cheeks. Hiccup gasped, feeling the warmth the dragon offered before embracing him. He felt Astrid wrap him with her arms as well, and the three of them remained just like that.

That is, until they began to hear the whispers.

"What's that sound?" Astrid eventually asked. Hiccup looked up, confused, until he heard the whispers in the air as well. It was all over the place, yet nothing appeared to be near them.

"I...don't know..."

They stood up, trying to ignore their blushing faces from the sudden embrace. The whispers quieted, but didn't fade all the way. Sunspot sniffed the air, looking around the rocky bluff. He scampered back and forth, then let out a shrill when something blue popped out in front of him. Sunspot dashed up Hiccup's leg again and wrapped himself tightly around his neck.

"Sunspot... Can't...breathe...!"

After managing to get the dragon to halt his suffocation, Astrid took the dragon her arms, looking at what frightened it. "A...flame?"

It was a blue flame. It stayed suspended in the air in front of them, occasionally drifting around. What made it stranger was that the whispering had intensified, and the flame flew closer to the three of them. They warily backed up, but Hiccup stopped after squinting at it for a moment.

"Will-o-the-wisp..." he whispered.

Astrid looked at him. "What?"

"I-it's a will-o-the-wisp, remember?" Hiccup said, gesturing to the flame. "I-I remember it from Jonah's book of monsters. They wisps, they–"

"They lead you to your fate," Astrid finished, her eyes widening. She looked at the wisp and said, "Please, tell us. Is there a way we can bring Jonah back?"

The wisp said nothing. They weren't sure if it could even speak. It floated high in the air above them and they had to crane their necks up to see it clearly. It began to make way into the village.

"Come on!" Hiccup grappled Astrid's hand, pulling her in the direction the wisp flew away to. "If we follow it, our question might be answered!" _We can get our son back, _he mentally added to himself. _Son. Our son. _Our_ son._

Just like it was when he first met Jonah, he found it so difficult to believe. Astrid _knew_, all along since she found out who he was, who she was to him. Not only that, but she actually kissed _him_. It was too surreal, almost like a dream. Or rather, more like a nightmare. With everything that had happened recently, it seemed to Hiccup that it was all a nightmare. But then, what if it was? What if this was all a dream? Astrid loving him, him having a future? No, it was impossible. He's a hiccup. Useless. Scrawny. Weak.

Astrid noticed that Hiccup seemed to be slowing down. She looked over at him and saw a wide look of horror on his face. His breaths became heavy and he swallowed repeatedly. "Hiccup?" She set Sunspot down and said again, "Hiccup? Hiccup, what's wrong?"

He gulped again before saying, "None... None of this is real, is it?" He shook his head, pressing the palm of his hand to his forehead. "No-none of this... I'm dreaming, aren't I? All of it, Toothless, Jonah, my future..." He paused and looked up, his eyes returning to the dull green they were before. "...you."

Astrid shuddered a gasped. She couldn't believe what he was saying. After everything that had happened, he was just going to...? "No." Astrid shook her head and said more loudly, "No! This _is_ real, Hiccup! This _is_ your future, Jonah is _your_ son! He's _our_ son!"

"A-a-and that's another thing!" Hiccup gave a strange laugh, running his hand over his hair. "I mean, not even from here to Asgard would you ever say something like that! I mean, yeah, we had fun when were kids, but really? You, of all people, would want to be with someone as pathetic and sorry as me?"

"No, stop it! You're just in denial, Hiccup, you're suffering a mental breakdown!" Astrid gripped his hands and tightly brought them to her face. "Look, see? Can you feel me? I'm _real_, Toothless is _real_, all of this _is real!"_

"As if!" Hiccup said, laughing with vivid insanity. "I'm useless! A runt! I don't have a future! Hel, for all I know, I'm probably just in some purgatory while everyone else back in the real Berk throws my body to the dragons!"

"Hiccup, listen to yourself!" Astrid was desperate. This was even worse then when Hiccup became empty inside. He was becoming empty of heart and mind. He was legitimately losing his sanity. "This isn't you, okay? This is–"

"What, 'Astrid'?" He put her name in air quotes after managing to free his hands from hers. Throughout this whole ordeal, Hiccup put on an eerie and unnatural smile on his face. "I know what I was back when I was alive, okay? I was unwanted, I was unloved, I was alone!" He scoffed. "Even the gods wouldn't help me! This supposed 'enemy' that's here to kill 'Jonah'? Yeah, I thought of better gadgets before my time came."

She couldn't believe what she was hearing. It was too late now. Hiccup was _gone_. In his place was a sad teenager who had lost so much that he's convinced himself that he's dreaming it all, and even worse, convinced himself that he died. Astrid felt her eyes swell up once more. How much had she she cried today? Twice? Thrice? It didn't really matter. The only thing that mattered was that the boy she loved was gone. And there was no bringing him back.

"Please..." Astrid said weakly, Hiccup's eyes still showing his insanity and his lopsided grin unfaltering. Yes, his eyes looked like a regular forest green again, but she didn't see Hiccup. "Please, Hiccup. This is real. Jonah died, yes, but there might still be a chance to bring him back." She turned to the wisp, which still stayed feet away from them, as if waiting for them to catch up. "Look, we just need to follow the wisp and it will show or tell us the truth, all right?"

Hiccup snorted. "Okay, fine, lets go after this 'wisp.' I think it's really just some part of my brain that's lingering to the living world. I mean, it kinda looks like a ghost, doesn't it?"

She admitted, the wisp did look like a ghost, but she was most certainly not going to say it out loud.

"Oi! Astrid! What are you doing with the village traitor?"

Sunspot screeched at the sound of unexpected and unfamiliar voices and hid up Hiccup's vest, concealing him from view. Hiccup giggled nasally and said, "Wow! For a guy stuck in purgatory, I sure can feel things!"

Astrid watched as the rest of the teens came up, the twins looking sneered, Fishlegs worried, and Snotlout smug.

"Well, well, well," Snotlout said, walking up to the two of them with his arms crossed. "You know, with you out of the picture when you get kicked out of the island, I'll be next in line for chief, won't I?"

Before Astrid could say anything, Hiccup stepped forward and said, "You know, Snotlout, I used to think that you were an even worse choice for me to be chief since you're so conceited and such a blowhard, but really, you'd do much better since your are better than me. If I could say that to the real you, I probably wouldn't."

"Watch it, Haddock," Snotlout said. "Your little dragon isn't here to... Wait, what?" His threat turned to confusion. "If I were real?"

He shrugged. "Well, yeah, obviously. I'm surprised you guys even exist here in the first place, I thought purgatory was supposed to be a lonesome world." He shrugged again. "Then again, they're only stories, and here I am experiencing it firsthand! Awesome."

The four teens stared at him incredulously. "Um, Hiccup?" Fishlegs said timidly. "You're, um... You're not in purgatory. You have to die to be in purgatory."

"Well, duh," Hiccup said, pulling off a deadpanned look. "_Of course_ I'm dead. I mean, do you guys honestly think that I would be appreciated by anyone while I was alive?" He put a finger to his chin and said, "Wonder if it was a suicide... Don't really remember, though..."

"Uh, Astrid?" Ruffnut asked. "Did Hiccup hit his head?"

"Worse. He didn't."

"And how is that worse?" Tuffnut said. "I mean, Ruff and I do it all the time, but you don't see us acting all weird."

"Wanna bet?" Snotlout crossed.

"Guys!" Astrid shouted. "We have a serious problem in our hands! Hiccup's grieving over Jonah is making him think that none of this is real! He things he's dreaming and that he died!"

"No, no, I _have_ died," Hiccup continued. "How else could everything like this have happened?"

"You know, maybe Hiccup's right," Snotlout said. "Maybe we're all a part of his imagination and he really is dead."

"Snotlout!" Astrid shouted.

"See? The Snotlout hallucination agrees with me." Hiccup crossed his arms. "You know, now's a good time to just reveal all of my secrets, maybe that's how I'll get through to the afterlife. Who knows, I might find my mom there." He frowned. "Wait, no, my mom would most likely end up in Valhalla. I'm not a warrior of any kind, so... Maybe I'll just end up in a non-existing space?"

Then, Snotlout, for the first time, worried for his cousin. "Holy Thor, he really has lost it," he said, dropping his arms.

"I just want to let you know, Fish, that as timid as you may seem, you give don't yourself enough credit," Hiccup said, leaning to awkwardly place an elbow on his shoulder's since he was so much bigger. "I mean, you're bigger than all of us, even Snotlout. How is it that your threatened by him?"

"W-well, Snotlout calls me fat, so–"

"Ah, go jump in a lake!" Hiccup said, dismissing him with a wave of his hand. "So what? Everyone else is, too! But you don't see Snotlout picking on the adults, do you? No, he's scared of them as much as you are of him! Your stronger then him; he uses brute force, you use strategic planning. Just don't overdo the planning, you tend to think too much."

"Watch it, Useless! Or I'll–"

Snotlout stopped talking when Astrid clapped a hand over his mouth. "Sh! Let him keep talking. Let's see what he has to say."

Snotlout reluctantly complied, frowning.

Hiccup went up to the twins and said, "And you guys, I think, are some of the most smartest Vikings on Berk."

"Smart?" Snotlout repeated. "Those two?"

"Well, yeah," Hiccup said. "Tell me, Snotlout, can _you_ figure out a way to lure wild boars from all over the island and let them loose at the same time all over the village?"

"Ha, that was awesome," Ruffnut said.

"My point is, the twins are really good at planning things out. Who knows? Maybe you guys could put that to use while you're out rampaging villages and dragons back in the world of the living."

Astrid stiffened at this again. Wasn't there _anything_ that she could do to help him? She turned around to face the wisp and found it still there, waiting. As much as she wanted to follow it, she knew that it was a good idea for Hiccup to pour his heart out while he can.

"Astrid," he called, earning her attention. "I just wanted to say that I'm sorry for being such a nuisance to you. As proud as you are, don't let your pride go in over your head. You don't want to make a decision that'll worsen your life. Or at least, make your life worse, and don't worry about Snotlout, just break a bone or two every few weeks and he'll leave you alone." Then he did something she didn't expect: he kissed her lips softly, pulling back with a smile. But it wasn't the same lunatic smile as before, this was a sincere one. But quick as it arrived, it disappeared, replaced by his desperate attempt to deny his past.

As he walked over to a dumbstruck Snotlout, Hiccup placed his hands on his shoulders and said, "Cousin, I want you to know that, and I really mean this..." He inhaled deeply, and for a second, Astrid thought he was going all up in him again for the years of bullying. "I'm sorry." Her jaw dropped open.

Hiccup's apology for whatever reason brought Snotlout out of his struck expression, leaving him stammering for once. "Wait, what? For what?"

"For not being worthy enough to be your future chief," Hiccup continued. "I really thought I could be one of you guys, you know? I didn't care about killing dragons, I only wanted to feel like I had a home. A home is supposed to be where people love you and care for you. Obviously, Berk was never that, and I don't think it ever would've been. I'm sorry for making you feel like you had to be so much better than me to be chief. Honestly, I'm not sure if I even wanted to. I probably would've given you the right when my dad passed. Or has he already? Eh, doesn't matter, it's not like he cares about me. My point is, I'm sorry I made you all conceited like this. You don't deserve it, not even some one as ignorant, arrogant, and selfish as you. No one does. And I'm sorry about that."

This was a whole new side of Hiccup had never seen before. Hiccup was always the weakest out of all the Vikings of Berk, and he would never say that before in fear of being bullied by Snotlout. But now, with his sanity lost and thinking of them not being real, he just revealed his true thoughts on people. The most surprising was Snotlout. He wasn't even mad that he was beat, he thought he deserved them, simply not in the boasting way that his cousin does.

"Now!" Hiccup loudly clapped his hands together, startling them. "Astrid and I have to go and follow that blue fireball to find out what our future lies in store for us. Well, for her, I suppose."

"Aside from the last sentence, that may be the most sane thing Hiccup's said since he became in denial," Astrid realized. Then she turned to the others and said, "Look, just go to the village and keep an eye out, okay? I'll try to find a way to bring the real Hiccup back and we can go save the village from their deaths at the nest."

"What, why?" Fishlegs asked. "What's at the nest?"

Astrid barely remembered the depiction of the Red Death that Jonah showed her earlier in the day. He didn't mention Toothless, just that that this is what his father in his time told him about. "Something big," Astrid said. "And if we don't hurry, this entire island will be wiped off the maps."

* * *

><p><strong>This chapter...was really hard to write. I was stuck debating if I should divide it into two chapters or not, and ultimately, I did. So, yeah, the chapter will continue on next time I update! And if Hiccup is acting a little OOC in this chapter, then good. That's exactly what I wanted because Hiccup <em>has<em> lost his sanity. Yes, you read right, Hiccup is _legitimately mentally malfunctioned. _Wouldn't you if your son died in your arms?**
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	21. The Rider's Fate

Hiccup, for once, seemed to be taking things seriously since he lost sense of reality. He trailed after the wisp, looking both manic and determination at the same time. He rambled on every now and then about something to do with his death and how he wishes that Jonah were real. Astrid didn't like it. It sounded like he had already given up. He had.

As Hiccup continued about Toothless's becoming, Astrid grabbed his hand and covered his mouth with hers. He looked with confusion at her with his eyes, the same lost eyes filled with grief and lost. "Hiccup, she said softly, "what can I prove to you that this is all real? That you have a future, we have a future? What?"

She slowly released her grip as Hiccup scratched the back of his neck. "How about..." he started. "...you kill me, and if I die, then I know it's real. If not, well, either way, I have nothing left to live for anymore." He continued to walk, but stopped when he felt Astrid grip his wrists.

"What about me?" she demanded. "Aren't I worth living for? Jonah? Toothless?"

Hiccup, for once, didn't say anything. Sunspot crawled out of his vest, poking his small head out of the collar to look at their surroundings. Upon seeing they were in the forest, he fully exited and flew into the open air. He stared as the two humans interacted with one another, one thinking and the other waiting.

Astrid kept on waiting for some sign that Hiccup might return, but he instead laughed again. "Enough fooling around," he said. "Let's follow that ghost flame." He walked onward, leaving a crestfallen Astrid behind.

She trailed after him, knowing that it was no use to try and convince him any further. It was utterly hopeless. As they continued through the path in the forest, the wisp stopped. It split into two different wisps before they both continued on.

_Now's there's two of them? What's going on?_ A sudden thump from behind her brought her attention. She looked up to see Hiccup lying facedown on the dirt path, his arms sprawled. "Hiccup?" She ran to him, moving him to his back to see what happened. Sunspot flew down and set himself on Hiccup's chest. "Hiccup? Wake up!"

Hiccup gasped loudly, eyes blinking wildly as if he just surfaced from being underwater for a long amount of time. His eyes drifted to the sky before landing on Astrid. "A-Astrid...?"

"Hiccup, what the Hel happened to you?" Astrid asked, trying to help him stand.

"D-don't move me!" he shouted, prompting her to stop. "Astrid... Whatever... Whatever the other me says, don't give up on me..."

Astrid shook her head. "What? Hiccup, what are you talking about? Maybe we should take you to Gothi–"

"No!" Hiccup shouted. He groaned and arched his back, gritting his teeth and pain. "The other me... He's _not_ me! He's trying...trying to get you kill m-me...!"

"What?" Astrid frowned in complete and utter confusion. "Hiccup, you need to calm down, you're only feeling worse! We'll get Jonah back, I promise!"

"I-I know," Hiccup said in raspy breaths. "When I become in denial again, don't listen...don't listen to anything I say... I'm try...ing to break...free from hi-his...control...!"

Astrid suddenly understood what was going on. Someone was doing this to Hiccup, someone was making him _seem_ in denial. Someone who wants to play tricks with and deceive them. _Oh, gods._.. Astrid thought. Only one person fit that profile, but it couldn't be him... Could it?

Hiccup said nothing as he became limp again, dead to the world. When he opened his eyes, his lopsided grin returned. "Heheh, look, Astrid! I fell. If I fell off a cliff, do you think I'll just end up back up here like I had more than one life? Like a cat. Cats have nine lives, don't they?"

This was all a ploy. Someone, somehow, was _making_ Hiccup act this way.

"Hey, Hiccup," Astrid said. "If you tamed the dragon today, how do you think things would've gone? Would Stoick still take everyone to the nest?"

The wisps continued on, and the three of them followed. Sunspot didn't fly anymore, he hopped from branch to branch in the nearby by trees.

"Heck if I know," Hiccup said, moving a low branch out of the way. "It's not like any of this is real, but just to make sure, I'll jump off a cliff and and end this once and for all." He passed it over him, accidentally swatting Astrid in the face.

_This better be worth it_, Astrid thought as she growled low and passed under the branch. _Hiccup better return soon, or he really will be jumping off a cliff in favor of my axe._

"Besides, it's not like what in Odin's name is that?" Hiccup stopped when he reached a clearing, and when Astrid walked behind him, she saw why. "Why would the wisps lead us to Mildew's house?"

The wisps were, sure enough, flying over the messed up garden of vegetables, making its way to the hut's front door. The grass looked to be sucked out of all life, and the few vegetables that popped out of the ground were shriveled and dried. Smoke bellowed out of the chimney, which meant that someone was home. It was still midday, but there was a flicker of yellow light inside from a candle inside the room.

"Why would the wisps lead us here?" Astrid wondered out loud. She covered Hiccup's mouth with her hand before he could say anything pessimist in an optimistic way, something she found to be very disturbing. "Shut up and let's see where this takes us."

They began to walk forward, and Hiccup offered a simple, "Mm-hm."

As they walked forward, Astrid saw two crows perched on Mildew's house. They were facing the two of them, unmoving. In fact, it almost looked like they were starring _right at them_. For once, Astrid felt uneasy and anxious. Something definitely wasn't right here, and not just because someone may have practically _stolen_ Hiccup's sanity. But the crows stayed staring at them. If whomever Astrid thought was pulling the strings behind this entire performance was inside the house, then she had an inkling as to what those two crows meant.

She finally let go of Hiccup's mouth after reaching the door, to which he said, "If I had killed Toothless, would everything have gone better? But then, I would still be treated useless, huh? Yeah, I would've been honored, but then everyone would have high expectations for me. I would be my own downfall after that. Huh. So either way, I don't win. Cool!" He brightly smiled, as of what he just said didn't make Astrid feel worse, mostly because it was _true_.

"Mildew!" Astrid pounded the door hard with her fist, causing it to rattle on its hinges. "Open up! We need to talk!" For a moment, she considered that the wisps actually travelled around the house, but then she realized that they were already gone. No one answered, but that just meant Mildew was being Mildew.

Sunspot growled suddenly, making Astrid aware that someone was indeed here. She reached for her axe only to realize that she didn't have it. "Crap, I left my axe back at the ring."

"Oh, here, use this." Hiccup reached into his boot and took out a knife. "I almost lost this one thanks to Toothless, but I got it back. Anywhere but the face, okay?"

"What?" Astrid took the knife, catching on to his meaning. "No! I'm not going to use it to kill you, okay? I'm going to use it to defend ourselves if I have to! A knife won't do much, but at least it's something..."

Hiccup shrugged. "Alright, I'll just wait for my turn, then."

Astrid sighed, wondering if Hiccup will ever be the same again. As she opened the door, she was surprised to find that it was, indeed, empty. There was no sign that anyone lived here for a while, yet there was a fireplace burning in the corner for light. There was only one room in the entire hut. A bed lay against the other side of the room, unmade. There was a table, plates, and other few items necessary for a home. But as she thought before, there was no one inside.

_Slam!_

All light faded from any source outside as the door slammed shut. "That's disconcerting," Hiccup admitted. He pulled the door's handle, finding it stuck. He pulled harder, thrusting his heels into the woodwork on the ground. He press one foot to the wall, then both, grunting until he collapsed to the floor in exhaustion. "Yeah, that door's not opening soon."

"Good. Why don't you stay awhile, then? We have much to talk about."

Astrid brandished the knife in front of her again, looking around to face a familiar figure standing a few feet in front of them. "Mildew?" she questioned. "H-how did you–?"

"What are you doing in my home?" Mildew said, slamming his staff on the ground. "I try to be nice to you, and you come to my home uninvited! The chief will hear about this!"

"What, you don't know?" Hiccup continued speaking before Astrid could stop him. "He's on his way to the nest again, using a dragon to find his way. He also disowned me and left me for dead. That seems to sum up my day so far."

Mildew raised an eyebrow as Astrid reared her hand back and slapped him across his face. "Left to die?" he repeated. He didn't move at all. "Then why, pray tell, are you still alive? If it were me, I would ask your girlfriend here to end your misery."

"No, I'm not going to do it!" Astrid shouted. "You're crazy if you think I'm going to kill him!"

"Astrid..." Hiccup spoke in a soft voice, softly grabbing both her hands and holding them in hers, the knife in between them both. "Please." She watched in horror as Hiccup got down on both of this knees, pressing his forehead against their hands, the tip of the blade just barely touching his nose. "Astrid, please... I can't do this anymore..."

She shook her head, refusing for this to be Hiccup's fate. "No. No! I'm no going to kill you, Hiccup! What about Jonah? What about Toothless?" She sunk to his level and whispered, "What about me?"

Hiccup looked up, his face showing sadness and goodbye, yet any lack of tears. "You deserve better than me," he whispered. "Find someone else, have Jonah with someone worth being a father. I'm a sorry am excuse for a son, I'm not worth it. Astrid, please." He took her hands against his chest until the blade just barely cut into his shirt. "Please... Do this for me... Please..."

Astrid cried again. She wasn't herself anymore, she felt completely broken. Hiccup had just given up. Just like that. It may be that he now believes that this is all real, which meant he regained his sanity, but he still wanted to die.

_"The other me... He's _not_ me! He's trying...trying to get you kill m-me...!"_

But then, what if this was all a mistake? What if Hiccup truly wasn't gone, that his sanity was still lost somewhere and this was a trick to get her to kill him? Then she remembered something she heard Jonah say once.

_"What are you afraid of, Astrid?"_

_I'm afraid of losing the man I love,_ she realized. She released his grip on Hiccup's hands, throwing the knife aside. He looked at her confused until she kissed him lightly on his lips again, and this time, Hiccup kissed back. He set his hands on her waist and she wrapped her arms around his neck, neither of them stopping. When they broke apart, Astrid opened her eyes and whispered, "I love you, too...", referring to Hiccup's earlier confession.

Hiccup opened his eyes. "Astrid...?" There was a different tone in his voice, one that wasn't pessimistic or optimistic. It seemed right in between, just like...

"Hiccup?" Astrid placed her hand son his cheeks, looking deep into his eyes. They were the same forest green as earlier, but they had something new: tears. "Hiccup!" She wrapped his arms around him, squeezing the life out of him. But she didn't care, and neither did Hiccup. "Oh, gods, you're back!"

"Yeah..." Hiccup gasped for breath, just like he did before. "Yeah, it's me... It's really me..."

A deep chuckle interrupted them. "Just as I thought. The Sanitarium Charm was of no use for you. He's not going to be happy about this, not that I care much for him." They both stood again, Mildew idly rotating his staff in his hands as he leaned on the wall. "That's the power of the Haddocks for ya."

"You're not Mildew," Hiccup said with a leer. He picked up the knife in the floor, holding it in front of him. "Who are you, really?"

Mildew laughed, letting his staff hit the ground. When he let go of it, it stayed perfectly balanced, not falling. "Whoever I want to be." The staff suddenly acted like a snake, withering across the ground, surrounding Mildew's body. When the snake fell, another person replaced his spot.

"Astrid?!" Hiccup looked back and forth between the Astrid next to him and the identical one across the room with her hands in her hips. "What... B-but how-?"

"Get out of my body, you devil!" Astrid shouted.

The impersonator chuckled, and with Astrid's voice, said, "If that's what you want, oh, Beauty Devine." She bowed, and the snake coiled up again, revealing Snotlout. "How's this, 'cuz?" Then Gobber. "What fun work this is, huh?" Then Stoick. "I've seen dung better than you, you know."

"Enough!" Astrid shouted. "Show us who you really are!"

The snake coiled around Stoick, and when it fell, it clattered to the floor as a staff again. More of a stick, in this circumstance. An old man with grey hair and clothing fit for royalty, for what Hiccup's seen by Jonah. Hiccup recognized him as the old man at the Red Death's nest. He was covered in wrinkles, but when he smiled, all his teeth were perfectly aligned. Then the hair turned gray and short, the old man turned young until he became a handsome young man. "The God of Mischief and Pranks at your service, dear Hofferson and Haddock."

"God of...?" Hiccup sputtered for a moment for his eyes widened. "Loki?"

The man guffawed in laughter, his voice strong. "Smart one, isn't he? I can see where his son got his brains, now." He turned to Astrid and said, "As for strength, well, that's as obvious as a yak in snow."

"I knew it." Astrid stepped forward. "I knew it! You did something to Hiccup, didn't you! And whatever it was, he broke it so he can warn me about it for a few seconds!"

"Wait, warn?" Hiccup frowned. "I-I don't understand, what are you talking about?" He looked around the room and said, "How did we even get here?"

She looked at him in shock. "You mean you don't remember?"

"Of course he doesn't!" Loki said, crossing his arms. His stick twirled in his fingers as he did so. "The Sanitarium Charm fully affects those who have given up on all hope. You, however, were not entirely immune to it. You gave up hope on your village, but for your son? It's blazing wilder than a forest fire in you."

"You brought Jonah..." Astrid realized.

"That I did."

"Why?" Astrid shook her head. "I don't understand. Why would the God of Mischief want revenge on a little boy?"

"And where is the real Mildew, anyway?" Hiccup asked.

"To answer your question, Hiccup, he's still alive. I hid him away in Asgard where he and his lovely sheep are currently dozing off, thinking they've been asleep for only a good night." Thinking back, Hiccup did realize they Fungus was also absent. That darn sheep went wherever Mildew went. Why he didn't make that connection before he didn't know. He also remembered Mildew's comment about Hel and Thor, the way he screamed at them after seeing the clubhouse.

"And as for you, Astrid." Loki took a step forward, but Hiccup thrust the knife nervously in front of him albeit nervously. What would a measly knife do against a god? "Do you really think _I'm_ the one who wants revenge on the boy?"

"What?" She looked at him incredulously. "What do you mean?"

Loki sighed, and they realized they were in for a long story. He began to pace around the room, and the two of them made sure to stay on the opposite side of him the whole time. "Five years from now, man with evil intentions will bid a war against dragons. He believes that he and he alone can control them, to free Vikings from their tyranny. He failed. He was brought down by a boy, a boy with familiar ties to Berk." He raised an eyebrow at the two of them at this.

"Me?" Hiccup asked.

"Exactly. Drago Bludvist was furious when you defeated him, and your son appeared then, too. Dear old daddy forced me to send your son–who was older then, mind you–to that time period and assist you. Drago blames your son most of all as he is the only Midgardian in the world that can understand dragons, and speak their tongue as well."

"That's something I never understood," Astrid whispered. "Of other kids were raised alongside dragons in the future, why is that Jonah is the only one like this?"

"Maybe because he's my son?" Hiccup guessed. "I mean, I'm the first dragon rider, after all."

"Not too bad of a guess, Hiccup," Loki said. He ran a hand over his wild, unruly raven hair. "But actually, it's because of my father that your son so so...special."

"Your father...?" Then Hiccup remembered back when Jonah was first attacked, two crows were outside Gothi's hut. And the only god relating to crows in Norse mythology was... "...Odin?"

"Ooh, give the boy a prize!" Loki said with tease. "Odin wanted blood from me for your boy, and believe me when I said I was not happy with that. I thought, why would such a mere mortal need use of the gods' blood? I gave in, eventually. Just a drop."

Hiccup looked down at his hand, where Jonah's blood still plastered his palm. "Jonah...has the gods' blood?" He couldn't believe it. There was no way this was happening, the gods were supposed to be a myth! Stories! But then again, a dragon rider seemed just as preposterous.

"Exactly," Loki continued. "Drago Bludvist grew envious when he found out shortly before his defeat. He already saw himself as the ruler of dragons alone, why does _he_ not have the blood of the gods?" He shook his head pitifully. "The man is mad."

"And you're not?" Astrid dared. "You're the one who made all this happen in the first place! For what? Your own sadistic pleasure?"

Loki laughed at her, as if she just told a joke. "You really think _I_ had anything to do with this? Think rationally, Hofferson. Odin and Freya would have been—what do Midgardians call it?—'all up on my back,' I suppose you would say."

"So then if you didn't want to bring him, then why did you..." Hiccup trailed off. "Why do any of this?"

"Dragon summoned me," Loki said. "After decades of searching, by the time your time went and a new generation of Berkian dragon riders filled the skies, Drago found the necessary ritual to call me forth. As such, I did. I only allowed him one request: he wanted to kill your boy and have his blood coating his body."

Hiccup felt a form of bile rise in his throat. "Wh-what? That's..."

"...revolting," Astrid finished. "You don't see Vikings bathing in the blood our enemy!"

"That's exactly what made this man dangerous to the gods," Loki continued, pointing at Astrid with his stick. "He wanted me to take him back in time to kill him in his younger years. Being the trickster I am, I offered him a counter solution, one that his greedy and lustful needs wanted. All of the gods were assigned to protect your son, myself included. It amazes me what he's done, and note that I am not amazed easily. I offered to send Jonah back, along with Drago himself in a more...corporal form, I suppose you can say."

"Corporal?" Astrid repeated. "What the Hel does that mean?"

"Watch it," Loki threatened. "That's my daughter you're talking about." Once he made his point clear, he continued, "Drago is here, yes, but not in physical form. On his spiritual form is here, a visible ghost that possesses tangibility. He bought it, and I knew that you and Jonah would meet. Who do you think stopped Drago from killing Jonah the moment you left him alone? When he warned you of the Night Fury's entrapment?"

Hiccup thought back to that day, the second day after he shot Toothless down. He remembered going into the forest find the dragon, as well as the next day after that. Both times, Jonah was left alone with Sunspot, but this Drago person never appeared. Why?

As if reading Hiccup's thoughts (which was more than likely), Loki said, "I told him for you to get close to one another. Act like a true father and son. That way, when the time did come for Jonah's 'demise,' you would be just as hurt as he was."

"But he _was_ hurt!" Astrid shouted, startling Hiccup, something that never would've happened if the Sanitarium Charm hadn't been broken. "You know what happened! Stoick killed Jonah in the ring, and now both he and his dragon are gone! You _failed_ to do your job." She shook her head disapprovingly, pursing her lips together.

"Did I?" Loki said. "Let met ask you this, Hofferson: although Haddock may not remember this, I presume you recall your boyfriend saying how much of a ghost the wisps are?" Astrid nodded, and the debate of whether of not she should tell him he was or wasn't her boyfriend died on her lips. "Where do you think they come from?" Loki took out a glass jar from behind his back and tossed it into Hiccup's hands.

He fumbled for a moment before he clasped it, bringing to his face to see what was inside. "Will-o-the-wisps?" If Hiccup didn't now better, he'd say that one of the wisps inside the jar was the one that lead them to this house. But where did the second one come from? "Wait a minute... Are saying that... Jonah and Sleek turned into wisps?" He clenched the jar tightly in his hands, so tight that Astrid had to pry it from his fingers before he cracked it.

"They wouldn't have if they gave their dying breath," Loki said. "You should be thanking me. I saved them. Whether or not Jonah was with you, Haddock, things would've still been the same; your father angers the Nightmare, the Night Fury comes to your rescue, and your father would disown you. What happens next, well, I'm afraid to say that it's all up to you."

"Us?" Hiccup shook his head. "N-no, please! You need to tell us what to do!"

Loki had a thoughtful look on his face. He was about to answer when he paused. He looked around, lifting his stick which then grew until it became a spear with a gem at the hilt. "He's coming back."

"What? Who?"

"Hmph. Gone for ten minutes and you're already betraying me?"

Loki turned around, thrusting his spear forward and an energy blast similar to Toothless's, but in green rather than purple, shot forth. The blast hit a figure standing aside, covering them with dust. Loki stepped in front of Hiccup and Astrid and said, "Stay behind me, you two. You can't take him on your own."

"You can't stop me!" the man said. He was big and burly, just like any other Viking, but what set him apart from them was the dreadlocks on his hair, the sadistic look in his eyes, the dragon-scale cloak over his shoulder. Drago Bludvist is a madman, indeed. "I may not have collected the boy's blood, but you are still under my control."

"Control?" Loki scoffed. "Ha! I was never under your control. Your desire for power has blinded you, Bludvist. When you first summoned me, you failed to realize that I would only grant one single request. All this time, you thought you were actually above a god?"

"I am above _all_ dragons and Vikings alike!" Drago shouted, his voice untamed. "I of all people deserve to be above the gods! A deity!"

"You're insane!" Astrid shouted. "What's makes you think you're worthy of having the same power as the gods? Don't you think if the gods wanted you to have their blood they would give it to you!"

Drago glared at her and said, "I remember you. You were the one that brought the Chief of Berk to his death. It's _your_ fault he's dead, the reason he never met his grandson."

"Enough, Bludvist," Loki threatened.

"Wait, what?" Hiccup looked at him, nervously clutching the knife in his hand. "What do you mean? Astrid would never let anything happen to him!"

"True, but that doesn't mean she was able to stop me. Do you know _how_ Stoick met his demise?" He grinned wildly.

"Bludvist!"

"Your precious Night Fury shot at him," Dragon continued. "He was aiming for you, and dear old dad took the hit. The dragon would've killed you, too, if it could."

Hiccup shook his head. "N-no... No, that's not true! Toothless would never... He would never try to hurt me..."

Loki charged forward with a battle cry, thrusting his spear into Drago's head. Drago caught it with his hand, and with quick movements, took it and stabbed at Loki's chest with the spear. Loki let out a cry of pain, tumbling backwards until he hit the wall. The tip of the spear poked out from the other side.

"Oh, gods!" Astrid shouted.

Loki have the two of them a wry smile. "I'll be...fine, now... I'm afraid I can't stay any longer... To get the wisps back to human form, you need to forgive and forget... I'm sorry I can't do anymore..." With a grunt, Loki disappeared in a puff of grey smoke, and when it was gone, so was he.

Drago laughed aloud, saying, "What a pathetic excuse for a god! He's gone back to Asgard to recharge his strength! No matter." He turned to face Hiccup and said, "I may not have gotten Jonah's blood, but he's gone, which means that your future isn't secure. Mine will be."

The anger Hiccup felt when Snotlout insulted Jonah all those weeks was now nothing compared to what he felt right now. He started out frail and weak, Hel, he couldn't even remember what happened while he was under the Sanitarium Charm! He wanted nothing more than to bring this mad man to justice, but he knew just how hopeless it was. "Bring Jonah back," he demanded maliciously. "_Now_." He clenched the knife in his hand so tight, his knuckles turned white.

"Hiccup?" Astrid looked at him in confusion and amazement. She had never heard him sound like this before. She wasn't sure if she liked it. It didn't sound like him as much as the pessimistic Hiccup didn't.

"Or what?" Drago said, not at all intimidated by the boy in front of him. "It's not my fault your son is gone, it's your own. If you were a better father, if you could've saved him..."

Hiccup couldn't stand it any longer. His clenched fists vibrated violently. He tried to stiffen his body so he can breathe normally again, and his eyes were wide as he tried to avoid crying. "How is it my fault?"

"Your son warned you," Drago continued. "He said that his dear old mum would follow you to the cove, did she not?"

"The cove?" Astrid repeated. "Hiccup, I knew Jonah said I was supposed to follow you that day, but I didn't realize it was a necessity!"

Hiccup nodded, the conversation a vague memory in his current state. "Y-yeah... Yeah, Jonah said that..." But he paused upon remembering where Jonah told him that: the forge, where Hiccup sang to Jonah. They were alone that night, though, how could Astrid...? But there _was_ a noise that night...

"Well, she didn't follow you," Drago continued, bringing Hiccup out of his thoughts. "She wanted to be nice to the boy, to you, so she ignored you completely. Like the hiccup you are."

The last sentence struck a cord in him. Hiccup let out a violent scream, and plunged the knife into the Drago's body.

"Hiccup!" Astrid shouted, the glass jar with the wisps held close to her. But he didn't care. He only wanted his son back, the only light in this life of Hel.

But the Drago did not falter. He did not scream or bleed, nor did he react. "I'm not really here, idiot." Then he simply reached up and pulled the knife out of his body. Hiccup stared in horror as it was raised in front of him. "Let me show you how it's done." He charged forward and thrust the knife into his leg, Hiccup let out a scream of pain and agony, falling.

"Hiccup!" Astrid ran to his side, helping him stand on one knee. "You idiot, what were you thinking?!"

He didn't answer. He looked up as Drago chuckled maniacally, walking away from the both of them. "What have we done to you?" Hiccup asked through his tears. The pain on his leg overtook his emotions, letting them flow out of him.

"It's not what you've done, it's what you _will_ do." He stood up and walked to the door of the room. "I believe Loki explained it all to you? What you'll all do. And your son? He _was_ my ultimate target. But no matter. Not that he's ceased to exist, so will you."

Hiccup turned to face him, something he found difficult to do. "What do you... What do you mean?"

"You are not the Hiccup from Jonah's future, you are from a separate timeline. With Jonah's existence an impossibility now, you will also cease to exist."

Hiccup tried to stand, but found that he couldn't move his hand. In fact, he couldn't even feel itl anymore. He looked down and gasped. His hand was gone. He looked inside the sleeve and saw that his entire arm had gone missing, yet his sleeve stay suspended in the air as if they remained. His arm was...gone. "Astrid..."

"Oh, my gods..." Astrid took the arm. She could feel it, as if it were still there, but it was just an empty sleeve. Hiccup was disappearing.

"By sunrise tomorrow, you and all of the people of this godsforsaken island will disappear," Drago continued. "Then my future will be preserved."

He left the room, leaving a burdened, scarred, and traumatized Hiccup in the room. One leg was pierced, one hand gone. Jonah was a wisp, and the only way to bring him back was to make amends with his father. But how? Stoick would never listen to a word he has to say, and never even talk to him even if everyone were to fade from existence for all time.

* * *

><p>They found bandages in Mildew's hut, and after cleaning the wound, dressed it up. The walked together out of the room, out into the sun again. The sun was still sure painfully high in the sky, meaning that it was about noon. They weren't sure what to do.<p>

"You were there," Hiccup said after a moment of silence. He continued to run his had over his invisible arm as he spoke. "The night in the forge, when I sang to Jonah. You heard out conversation, didn't you?"

Astrid had the right to look a little ashamed, even blushing a little. "Y-yeah, I did." She sighed. "I wanted to know more about Jonah, I thought he was a spy."

"A kid a spy?" Hiccup asked incredulously.

"Well, yeah, I know it's ridiculous now, but I was sure back then. I followed you a little while after you left, and I saw you working on something. That's when you must've heard me and checked outside. I began to hear crying, then you running to Jonah as if your life depended on it. When I heard about him being...being my son, I thought he was crazy. But then as you and him continued to talk, I realized that what he was saying was..."

"...was right?" Hiccup remembered Jonah saying something along the lines of Astrid liking him back. He took her had in his, looking into her eyes. "I love you. You know that?"

Astrid felt a smile come to her face, doe thing she hadn't felt in a long time coming to her heart: joy. "I love you, too."

They kissed again, in a much more heated passion. But upon remembering their circumstance, they broke away.

"Things really are a mess, aren't they?" Astrid's asked, pressing her forehead against his.

"Yeah, a little bit." Hiccup sighed, turning and irritably saying, "Why couldn't I have killed that dragon in the woods? Things would've been so much better for everyone."

"But then we wouldn't have had Jonah," Astrid pointed out. But something in his voice caught her attention. "If you didn't, then the rest of us surely would have. Why didn't you?" Astrid shook her head, but then asked again, more seriously, "Why didn't you?"

Hiccup shrugged. "I don't know. I couldn't."

"That's not an answer," Astrid pointed out.

He groaned. "Why is this so important to you?"

"I want to remember what you say right now."

"For the love of–" Hiccup sighed. If he could count on his fingers, he could. "I was weak. I was a coward. I wouldn't kill a dragon!"

Astrid perked a little. "You said 'wouldn't' that time."

"Whatever! I wouldn't! Three hundred years and I'm the first Viking to not kill a dragon!" He sighed in frustration, crouching in his knees. He heard footsteps and felt Astrid crouch next to him.

"First to one, though. Remember what you said inside?"

Hiccup raised his head a little. He didn't really think if that before, it was just an in-the-moment type deal.

"So...?"

"So I couldn't kill him...because he was scared as I was..." Hiccup realized. He thought back to when he first made eye contact with Toothless, feeling something unsettling then. "I looked at him...and I saw myself..."

Astrid nodded, looking back in the direction of the village. She looked at the small glass jar holding the two wisps inside. "I bet they're really scared now." She wasn't talking only about Toothless. "What are you going to do about it?"

Hiccup shrugged again. He'd lost count of how many times he's done that already. "I don't know, probably something stupid."

"Good, but you've already done that," she said, gesturing to his injured leg.

Hiccup nodded, but then an idea came to his head. He held up a finger pointedly and said, "Then something crazy." He jogged off back to the village, with Astrid not to far behind him.

"_That's_ the Hiccup I fell in love with."

* * *

><p><strong>Holy CRAP! This chapter is long! A little over 6300 words! The into reason I made it so long was because I didn't want to divide this one up in two parts, so you get an extra long chapter today! Yay! So yes, the movie is back on track! And the person that got the right answer (Drago summoning Loki) is...someone. Someone actually did mention this, and I can't remember who. Sorry!<strong>

**I would also like to give a shout-out to Kyleeadams123, symion, Pitch&Jack's Theory Fan, Eeveecat1248, blazelight790, fuzzyhoudini, thewookie1, pipi96, Notlobe, Story Critic Kat, and Blue Teller for their reviews and helping critics and theories. You guys are real creative!**

**There're ****about 3-5 more chapters left! Expect another one over the weekend, and if I finish ten in time, maybe two in one day!**

**-Litwick723**


	22. The Bairn's Return

Hiccup wasn't too sure where Astrid was at the moment, but he was glad she wasn't here. It was bad enough that his entire right hand disappeared, now his leg was starting, too? It began as a strange heartburn in his chest, causing him to double over in pain. He tried to take a step forward, but collapsed when he put pressure on his left leg. He rolled up his sleeves and saw empty space. Yet his boot stayed suspended in the air when he raised his foot. He rolled the pant sleeve up a little higher and saw that he at least had his knee. But not for long, most likely. He stood back up, dragging his left foot on his injured right leg. This was not going to be easy.

He stood in front of the caged dragons, wondering if this would even work at all. But if this is what he did back in Jonah's time, then it should work again. Or, the first time. Technically, the second first time since Jonah would have wto come from a point of the future where... _You know what? Never mind_.

Hiccup's hand trailed to the Smokesbreath necklace he kept hidden under his tunic. When Jonah disappeared, he assumed that the necklace and any other possessions Jonah had would vanish with him. He was half right. Hiccup stopped by the house and forge first. Everything Jonah brought with him—his satchel, the book, the belt with the pouches—were all gone. But that was just it. Everything Jonah _brought_ from his time was gone, leaving the necklace around his neck. But that led to another question. The ring, Jonah's mother's ring. It was still in his pocket.

Why would the gold ring still remain here? Was it not brought along from Jonah's time to this one? Apparently it wasn't, but it begged the question of where the ring came from. The engraving on the band inside was written by Hiccup, which meant that _he_ made it. The ring had mysterious origins, indeed. _Damn time paradoxes._

"If you're thinking of getting eaten, I'd definitely go with the Gronckle."

Hiccup turned around at Fishlegs' voice, cringing slightly as his leg, both of them, twisted slightly in pain. On the bright side, he was losing all feeling on his left leg. That might not be a bad thing.

Before Hiccup could ask what they were doing here, Tuffnut went up to him. "You are wise to seek help from the world's most deadly weapon. It's me."

"Uh..." That didn't answer Hiccup's unasked question, making him even more confused when Snotlout stepped forward.

"I _love_ this plan!" he said ecstatically.

Hiccup frowned. "I didn't..."

This time, Ruffnut pushed Snotlout aside, leaning too close to his face for comfort. "You're crazy." Then she whispered sultrily, "I like that."

Astrid rolled her eyes and pulled on the horn of her helmet to get her away from him. "So, what _is_ the plan?" she managed to ask.

"I don't don't care what it is, I love it!" Snotlout said excitedly.

"Here it is: we're going to ride these dragons to get to the nest," Hiccup, gesturing to the pens behind him.

"I don't love it," Snotlout pouted. His eyebrows scrunched and he said, "Hiccup, what happened to your hand?"

Hiccup realized that he gestured with the hand that was gone. He superseded a groan and said, "That's not important. We have a limited amount of time, and if we don't get to the nest soon, then–" He moved to walk to the Nightmare's pen when he realized he couldn't move his left leg. He fell, throwing both his hand spit to catch himself, but instead fell on his side.

"Hiccup!" Astrid rushed to his side. "Hiccup? What..." She paused when Hiccup raised his pants, revealing nothing. "It's speeding up," she realized.

"Dude, where's your leg?" Tuffnut asked. He waved his hand over the space where Hiccup's leg would be. "How's your shoe still moving like that?"

Hiccup groaned, using Astrid to pull himself up. "Jonah...is from the future..." he said. He pulled himself out of her grasp despite her protests. "His death is making the timeline a jumble. If we don't fix things, all is us will disappear, me first."

As he limped to the Monstrous Nightmare's doors, Snotlout whispered to Astrid, "I thought you said he was normal again." Then out loud, "If he is from the future—not that I believe you—why are you affected first?"

Hiccup raised his shoulders from silent laughter. "It might have to do with the fact that he's my son, but I don't know, I'll leave that up to you."

Astrid smirked as Snotlout gave a dumbstruck face.

"You're gonna want to help, you know," Hiccup called over his shoulder. "Freya is gonna want her father. Can't have my niece without him."

"Niece?" Snotlout repeated. As dimwitted as he was, he was smart enough to know what Hiccup was getting at. "Wait a minute, are you saying that I have a daughter?"

"The Jorgenson line continues," Hiccup said with a nod before stepping inside the cage. He realized that the reason the dragon didn't attack was because there was no noise to provoke it. It was asleep as it entered, growling with caution at Hiccup as he neared with open palms. Well, palm.

Back outside, Snotlout contemplated the fact that he actually had a daughter. "How do I know he's not playing me?" he whispered to the others.

"He's not," Astrid said. "Jonah told me, too."

"You think he's from the future, too?" Fishlegs asked.

Astrid drummed her fingers against the bag she had carrying the glass jar of the wisps. "I do. I know, in fact. I overheard the two of them talking about his mother a few weeks ago." She nodded her head in Hiccup's direction.

"I feel bad for whoever slept with him," Snotlout murmured.

Astrid shrugged. "I don't know, I seem to know what I'm getting into." She smirked again as the teens stared at her, then it turned to fascination as Hiccup slowly led the Nightmare out with his hand only inches from its snout, followed by the Nadder, Gronckle, and Zippelback.

It was acting nothing at all like it was earlier in the day, it was so much calmer. The didn't even know it was possible for a dragon to _be_ calm! Hiccup led the Nightmare to Snotlout, who, after being dissed by Astrid for picking up a broken spearhead, cried out, "Wait! What are you..."

The dragon snorted a little at Snotlout's riding voice, and Hiccup whispered, "Relax. It's okay... It's okay." Since he didn't have his other hand, he nudged Snotlout's elbow with his would-be wrist. His cousin nervously brought his hand up to the dragon's, and once it was close enough, Hiccup used his own to bring it closer to it.

_"...ad...?"_

For a moment, Hiccup thought he heard Jonah's voice calling for him, but quickly dismissed it. _I really am going crazy,_ he thought.

He walked away from Snotlout as he called to him, "Hey! Where're you going?"

Hiccup only walked over to the bin in the corner, using his hand to pull out a cool of rope. "You're gonna want something to hold on to," he said. He gestured to the other side of the ring, where the other dragons lay in waiting.

"Dibs in the Gronckle!" Fishlegs said excitedly.

* * *

><p>It wasn't too difficult to get the bond formed with the other teens. The twins nearly got themselves killed by taunting the Zippelback, Fishlegs nervously neared the Gronckle despite his joy to ride it, and Astrid was the only one who showed no fear in taming the Deadly Nadder. It might have had something to do with the fact that she was already used to dragons, but Hiccup gave her a free pass.<p>

He stood with her, Sunspot perched on his shoulder, both of them petting the Nadder. The Nadder nudged against them affectionately, enjoying the attention.

"We really have a future together, don't we?" Hiccup said, turning red a little.

Astrid turned away as well. "Yeah. Guess so."

Hiccup raised his other hand, but found it immovable. "Astrid," he whispered, a little bit of alarm in his voice. "I can't... I can't move my arm." He gripped the sleeve, but it was just that. A sleeve, no invisible arm inside. He ripped the sleeve until to just about his forearm if it were there.

Astrid nervously rested a hand on his shoulder, feeling it strange that the shoulder was all she could feel. "This isn't good..." she said. She looked up at the sky and saw the sun no longer up high. It was not yet sunset, but it would be coming soon. "We need to hurry. If the dragons can get us there, then–" Her eyes widened and she brought her hand up to her mouth to cover up a gasp.

"What?" Hiccup said, alarmed. "What now?"

"N-nothing," Astrid said, avoiding eye contact with him.

She nervously flicked her eyes in his direction as Hiccup instructed the other teens how to fly and board their dragons. When Snotlout saw Hiccup's missing arm, he immediately believed that the island was indeed at stake. As Hiccup answered any questions, he told Sunspot to stay behind for his safety. He may not understand dragons, but he knew that the Terror would comply. Hiccup's hearing began to come muffled in his left ear, and when he reached up to rub it, he blanched.

"Hiccup, is it just me or is your ear completely gone from your head?" Ruffnut asked.

* * *

><p>Hiccup could tell that they were nearing the Red Death's island. The dragons began to get a little fidgety flying over Helheim's Gate. Hiccup clung to Astrid as tight as he could; his left ear was gone, and he could feel his boot slipping off his non-existent foot, soon to disappear as well. It didn't help that Hiccup couldn't feel the wind on his face. <em>I'm losing my senses, literally,<em> Hiccup though. _Hearing. Touching. Tasting. Seeing. Smelling. If we don't hurry, I'll be blinded by everything, literally._

"Uh, Hiccup?" Astrid called in front of him. "What is that?"

Hiccup looked up and gasped. The fog was dissipating, and the Red Death could be seen. Even more shocking, even from so high up Hiccup could see his father and Gobber calling back and forth to it. "We need to defeat that thing!"

"How, exactly?" Snotlout called over. "Not sure if you noticed, Hiccup, but that thing can eat us all if it wanted to!"

"Then how about you do nothing and die a painful death instead of taking a chance of living?" Hiccup shot back.

Snotlout scowled. "I hate you! You know that?"

"Yes, I'm well aware." He was about to say more when he saw the Red Death begin to form a blast...right at Stoick! "Fire!" Hiccup shouted, patting the Nadder lightly with his feet.

_Blam!_ The fireball collided with the Red Death before it had a chance to fire.

The four dragons rounded near the head, Hiccup calling out again, "Ruff, Tuff, watch your backs! Move Fishlegs!"

Hiccup didn't really have time to look below at the Vikings's slackjawed expressions, but Tuffnut apparently did as he shouted below, "Look at us, we're on dragons! We're on dragons, all of us!"

"I think they get it, Tuff!" Astrid shouted at them.

The group continued to circle over the dragon's head, with the Death searching blindly for them. "Fishlegs, break it down!" Hiccup ordered.

"Okay. Heavily armored skull and tail made for bashing and crushing," Fishlegs said, looking at the dragon in more detail. "Steer clear of both. Small eyes, large nostrils. Relies on hearing and smell."

Hiccup nodded. That seemed to be the gist of it. "Okay. 'Lout, 'Legs, hang in on its blind spot. Make some noise, keep it confused." Then he guided Astrid to the twins and said, "Ruff, Tuff, find out if it has a shot limit. Make it mad."

"That's my specialty!" Ruffnut said triumphantly as she rode on her Zippelback head.

"Since when?" Tuffnut challenged. "Everyone knows I'm more irritating. See?" He twisted so that he and the head he was riding were both upside down, swinging his tongue back and forth, gargling.

"Just do what I told you!" Hiccup shouted, slightly exasperated. "I'll be back as soon as I can!" Astrid flew off to the burning ships in the distance, where he had a bad feeling that was where Toothless was.

"Astrid, can you hand me the bag with the wisps?"

"What?" Astrid turned to look over her shoulder. "Are you crazy? It's already suicide just for looking for Toothless in the wreckage, you want to risk our son, too?"

"You know I would never do anything like that," Hiccup said calmly as they looked over the ships, trying to spot the familiar black mass with green eyes. "But I feel like I should take it. If I'm to make things up with my dad, I should have them so that if..._when_...they come back, they'll be safe on the ground instead of up here in the air with us."

Astrid stopped the Nadder for a moment, letting the dragon flap her wings to suspend in the air. She sighed as she took the bag over her shoulder, reaching over to adjust it over Hiccup's. "I swear to Loki that if anything happens, I will personally make sure that I hurt you so bad in so many places? you'll never be able to have Jonah, got it?"

Hiccup smiled, kissing her on her cheek, catching her by surprise. "Promise." A roar caught his attention. He looked down and saw Toothless in chains, muzzled, trying to escape the flames. "There!" he shouted. Hiccup jumped off, flinching as he raised his hand to block the intense heat from popping into his eyes. It helped that he couldn't feel the heat, but better safe than sorry. "Go help the others!" he shouted up to her.

Astrid looked down reluctantly before flying off. Hiccup ran to Toothless, wondering how he was going to be able to do this with one hand. "Don't worry, bud, I gotcha." Removing the muzzle was simple, but the chains were more difficult. After a few minutes, Hiccup jumped in surprised when the Red Death's tail landed only decks away from them. But it didn't matter, the collateral damage was extended, knocking over each ship like dominos.

They sunk underwater, and Hiccup couldn't feel the wetness, only that he needed to hold his breath. He adjusted the bag around his neck and struggled to continue pulling the chain, and Toothless kept roaring at him, bubbling seeping from his mouth. _He's telling me to go away,_ Hiccup thought. _He's telling me to save myself._

But everything was proved futile. Hiccup was losing air quickly from the sudden exposure to water, and he felt himself blacking out. He gave one last, weak tug before he let go of he chain. He suddenly felt himself being lifted, a muffled roar echoing in his single ear. Hiccup was taken out of the water, and he coughed the water out, laying flat on his back as he coughed in his hand. He raised his head a little and saw a familiar figure jumping into the water. "Dad...?"

Why would his father save him? And why return to the water at all? Unless... No, it couldn't be... Could it? Seconds later, his guess proved true as Toothless burst out of the water, taking Stoick along with him. Upon seeing Hiccup sprawled on the ground, Toothless bounded over to him, sniffing his face and arm, confused at the missing body pieces.

"I'm alright, bud," Hiccup said, standing. He wrapped his one arm around the dragon, sighing as the Toothless purred back in bliss of being with his friend. But they still had a job to do.

Hiccup made move to get on Toothless's saddle, but Stoick grabbed his hand, saying, "Hiccup!" Stoick looked at his missing ear, flabbergasted for a moment. "I'm sorry... For everything."

Hiccup nodded, turning and fully exposing his missing arm to Stoick. "Yeah. Me, too."

But Stoick was only half listening. He was too absorbed in the fact that Hiccup was incapacitated. "Gods, Hiccup... What...what happened to you?"

Hiccup looked down at his hand. He could feel a numbing sensation from his fingers. "It's the timeline. Because Jonah's gone, things that were supposed to happen did happen, just in the worst way possible."

"Jonah?" Stoick grew confused until he made the connection. "Jonah really is your...son..."

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah. See, he's right in..." He reached for the bag, then blanched when he realize it was gone. "The bag. Wh-where's the bag?"

"This bag?" Stoick said, holding up a bag squirting out water from its seems. "There's nothing in here except for an empty jar."

"Empty?" Hiccup took the bag, and after fumbling with it for a moment, took the glass jar out. It was empty. "B-but... What...?"

"...ad...!"

Hiccup raised his head. He was positive this time, he _did_ hear him.

"Dad...!"

Stoick looked up and smiled softly. "Hiccup," he said, nudging him with his arm. "Look."

Hiccup turned around and saw a familiar yellow head bobbing in the water, riding a second familiar black figure. He let a smile come to his face, eyes wet by tears. "Jonah!"

"Dad!" Jonah jumped off of Sleek, running through the water.

Hiccup ran after him, but something was wrong. No, not wrong, _right_. He could feel his left leg again, he could actually feel the stones pressing against the soles of his boot. But he didn't care. Jonah was only feet in front him, and before he made it to the water, Jonah tackled him to the ground in a hug.

"D-dad!" Jonah was crying as well, burying his face into Hiccup's chest. "Dad! I-I was so s-scared! I m-missed you s-so much-ch!"

Hiccup was crying, too, and he couldn't care less. _Jonah was back._ That's all that mattered to him at the moment. He used both arms to bring his son closer to him if possible, but then Hiccup realized: _he was using both arms_. He slowly let go, looking at his right hand. Because he tore the sleeve away, there was only the bare arm, but the important thing was he had his arm again. He reached up and felt both ears. He could feel his damp hair. He lifted his pants and saw the skin for his legs. _Time was back to normal!_

"Dad?" Jonah looked at him. "Dad, what's wrong?"

Hiccup chuckled, holding Jonah's face with both hands. "Absolutely nothing," he said. It felt nice, hre decided, being able to feel and hear right again. But still, another problem rose. Hiccup stood back up, wincing a little as he got used to the feeling of having his body back. The Red Death was still above them. "I have to get up there."

While the two humans reunited, Toothless and Sleek had their own reunion. The two of them butted heads, purred lovingly, nuzzled, frolicked, and whatever else dragon families did upon reuniting. But upon sensing Hiccup's urgency, Toothless commanded Sleek to stay put, getting himself ready for take off as Hiccup began to buckle himself in.

"Wait!" Jonah said. "I want to help, too!"

"What?!" Hiccup shouted. "Absolutely not!"

"But Dad–"

"No!" Hiccup got off Toothless again, holding Jonah by his shoulders. "Jonah, I am your father and you will listen to me, alright?" Seeing how strict he was being, he sighed and said more calmly, "I don't want anything else to happen to you."

Jonah looked disappointed at first, then smiled at how caring his father was. He nodded. "Okay. I'll stay here, I promise."

Hiccup nodded. "Good. I'll be right back." He got into Toothless once more when he felt Stoick grab his hand.

"You don't have to go up there," Stoick said, almost pleading for him not to.

"We're Vikings," Hiccup said, remembering something his father told him a long time ago. "It's an occupational hazard."

Stoick nodded, clasping Hiccup's hand with both of his. "I am proud to call you my son."

This stunned Hiccup, and not just because he said it, but because he didn't _hesitate_ to say it. Hiccup smiled and said, "Thanks, Dad." He fully prepared himself, darting up into the air.

"Good luck, son," Stoick said softly. Then he felt a tug on his cape. He looked down to see Jonah and Sleek looking up at him expectantly.

"Does this mean I can call you Grandpa now?" he asked rather innocently.

* * *

><p>By the time Hiccup made it up, he saw Fishlegs was already down, and the twins were carrying Snotlout right in between their heads. Astrid was about to be sucked into the Red Death's mouth, but not before Toothless blasted at it, finally dry from being underwater. A wet dragon head can't breath fire, after all.<p>

"Did you get her?" Hiccup asked as they swooped in for Astrid, her Nadder flying away to safety. He carefully peered over the edge and sighed when he saw Astrid smiling up at the both of them.

They set her down on the ground, Astrid letting out a breathless, "Go," as Hiccup flew into the air again. But then she realized that Hiccup had his arm back, and his ear. Did that mean...?

"Astrid!" She was tackled to the ground by an unexpected force, one that she was very relieved to see. "I missed you so much, Astrid! It was really cold! I could barely remember anything!"

"Like father, like son," Astrid said as she managed to sit up, hugging Jonah back. And _damn_, this kid had quite a grip. "But I guess you get your ferocity from me, huh?"

"Huh?" Jonah looked up at her, a little confused. "Wh-what do you mean?"

"It's okay, Jonah," Astrid said. "I know."

"Y-you...?" Jonah wasn't too sure what she meant, but he suddenly understood. He whimpered a little bit as he felt tears forming, burying himself in the crook of Astrid's neck. "M-mom!"

"Shh... It's okay..." Astrid held him close, acting like a mother for the first time the same way Hiccup first acted like a father. "It's alright, Jonah, Mother's right here..."

A sudden explosion brought them back to the present. It seemed that while mother and son reunited, the battle had been taken to the air rather than the ground. The Red Death's wings sprouted from its back, flying after Hiccup. Hiccup used the advantage of the dark clouds and Toothless's scales to blend into the darkness, blasting at the dragon to injure it even more.

Jonah covered his ears. "I can...hear her...! She's...angry...!"

But then the dragon began to plummet down. No, not plummet—it was flying down, trailing right after Toothless and Hiccup. There was a moment of inactivity as the Red Death began to build up an attack, but just as the smoke bellowed in the queen's mouth, Toothless fired a shot right inside it. The dragon's wings began to rip from the inside heat, and Toothless flew out of the way just in time for the Red Death to crash into the ground, making a giant explosion. The crowd of Vikings cheered, all having gathered together when they realized just how helpless it was. But Hiccup, _Hiccup_ did it.

But then why wasn't he returning?

The intense heat from the collision eventually died down, and Hiccup was nowhere to be found. "Dad...?" Jonah said quietly. "Daddy...?"

Stoick ran into the falling ashes, his silhouette disappearing as he shouted, "Hiccup? Hiccup?! Hiccup?! Son!"

Jonah broke from Astrid's gasp. "Dad! Dad, where are you!" Sleek trailed after him, roaring to try and reach some sort of response.

The three of them continued into the ashes, rushing past the body of the Red Death. An intense heat bested from the deceased dragon, but without the savior, there was no reason to celebrate.

"Hiccup! Son!"

"Daddy!"

Jonah was terrified. Things weren't set right at all! It didn't matter if he returned or not, his father was dead! He would cease to exist...

"Hiccup..." Stoick's voice caught his attention. Jonah saw him run to Toothless, who seemed to be waking up. He ran up to him, looking at the scorched saddle. It was empty. "Oh, son..." Stoick fell to his knees. "I did this..." Toothless lifted his head to look at Stoick. Behind them, though yards away, the rest of the Vikings began to catch on what happened. "I'm so...sorry."

Jonah wiped his eyes with his sleeve for the umpteenth time since he arrived at the island. It just seemed to be one hardship after another, a never ending cycle. But as he felt tears run down his face and hit the ground below, he said aloud, "I'm still here..."

Stoick looked at him, confused. "But if you're still here... Then that means...!"

Toothless took this as his cue to unwrap his wings, revealing the unconscious Hiccup in his arms. Stoick took him, brushing the hair out of his eyes and taking his helmet off to listen to his chest. Silence, at first...then he broke into a relieved laughter. "He's alive!" he cried out. "You brought him back alive!"

Cheers were heard from the Vikings, but Stoick could care less about them at the moment. Stoick wearily placed his hand on Toothless. "Thank you. For saving my son."

That's when Gobber decided to come over and say, "Well, you know. Most of him."

_What?_ Jonah was confused. But he took precautions to make sure that his father wouldn't lose his left foot! Even then, he redesigned the saddle so that it was still usable for Hiccup's right. But looking at his father, he saw that maybe he needed to rethink the idea.

* * *

><p><strong>Another chapter locked and loaded! This one I found a bit difficult because of fighting the Red Death, but I made it through! Not only are Jonah and Sleek back, but it seems that another twist has appeared, Hiccup has lost his right leg. Hehe.<strong>

**So there are about two or three chapters left, but I'm thinking maybe two. This story is near its end, and then I'll work on my other stories. Sorry for fans of those, I was just really determined to finish this one! Once this sort is finished, I'll go back and check all my grammar and spelling mistakes to make this story better aside so.**

**-Litwick723**


	23. The Journey's End

The trek back to Berk was not a simple one. There was the matter of being stranded on an island with thousands of dragons, but on the bright side, the dragons were docile. They immediately seemed to sense the gods' blood within Jonah, because within minutes, the dragons offered to repay Hiccup's defeat over their tyrant by helping the Vikings bet back to their home. And they listened Jonah on how to maneuver the voyage. Each ship that was still functioning or salvaged was tied with a rope that the dragons would pull, taking them out to sea. Even though it only took a day to get to the nest, it would probably take more so to return to Berk.

The first ship carried Hiccup, Stoick, Jonah, Gobber, the teens, and their dragons. Hiccup was lucky to not have lost too much blood on his right leg, and once his burned-off stump was covered by bandages, he was taken to the ship's lower decks for rest. Toothless stood guard, letting no one except Stoick and Jonah near him.

On the first night, when Stoick came down to change Hiccup's bandages, he saw Jonah snuggling tight against him, snoring lightly. Toothless was purring softly, and Sleek huffed as he adjusted his position, falling off the makeshift bed Hiccup and Jonah were using. It didn't seem to bother the dragon as it only continued to sleep, unhindered by his fall.

In the morning, Stoick remained full of contrition against his rash actions in not only disowning his son, but practically killing his grandson as well. Jonah told him that what mattered was that he was okay and that Hiccup had forgiven him. He wouldn't be here otherwise, he said.

Jonah had very little memory during his time as a wisp. The slash mark the sword gave him was gone from his chest, almost as if it were never there. He remembered closing his eyes as the numbing sensation in his chest spread all over his body, but after that, it was only cold. He remembered a strange man, a nice, weird man, telling him that he was still alive. After that, he remembered waking up in the water with Sleek with him, both of them rising to the surface and seeing their fathers.

During the second night, a storm bellowed, and the dragons were forced to pause their flight. Stoick noticed that Jonah seemed frightened of the storm, and why, he didn't know. But what upset him was that he didn't know how to care for a fear a child has. Hiccup had fears when he was young, yes, but Stoick never had the time to talk to him about it. To at least _listen_ to him. Astrid helped calm him down, speaking softly about how everything was going to be okay, about how bright and sunny the next day would be. He eventually fell asleep in her arms, drooling a little. She didn't mind at all.

Stoick never thought that out of all the women in the world, Astrid would be the one whom Hiccup's heart would steal. When he asked how she felt about it, she blushed a little before saying that she's actually had feelings for Hiccup for a long time. She just didn't know it until more recently.

On the third day, around midday, they finally arrived back on Berk. Hiccup's leg had to be amputated, and what made this difficult was how much Toothless put up a fight to try and stay with the boy. He was finally coaxed into taking a walk with Astrid and Jonah while the healers did their business.

Jonah sat atop of Toothless, swaying a little as he fell asleep again. Astrid noticed that for the past few weeks, Jonah seemed to be getting tired often. She wasn't sure what it was supposed to mean, but but at least he wasn't sick. That was the first thing Astrid did when they arrived in the island, she took her to Gothi to see if he was feeling well, if he was sick or unwell. He was just fine, but most likely more fatigued from becoming a spirit to becoming a tangible form again.

During their walk, Toothless and Sleek began to chase each other around the cove. They began to play a game where Sleek would nibble on Toothless's tail, and the older dragon would pretend to cry out in pain. Astrid had Jonah's head on her lap as he continued to sleep.

"Seems that you didn't need my help after all." A familiar voice struck her ears, and a young man sat next to her on the ground, his stick twirling in his hands. "Your future is secure," Loki said. "But be warned that Jonah will come back five years from now."

"Five years?" Astrid repeated. "Why?"

"I was ordered to," Loki said. "I did it with no question, but now, I'm wondering why Odin would tell me to do such a thing."

"Odin?" Astrid frowned. "Why would Odin want to send Jonah to the past?"

"No clue. But I think it had something to do with Drago." When he saw Astrid's blanched expression, he added, "You need not to worry of Bludvist. His plan has failed and your future is back on track. He's been sent back to his own time and body. I promise when I get back, he _will_ face punishment."

"If he deserves such punishment," Astrid said venomously, "then why why haven't the gods done anything from the beginning to stop him?"

"The gods are not to meddle with human affairs," Loki explained. "Not unless we are dragged into it ourselves. Odin broke that rule when he asked for me about Jonah, and because Bludvist summoned me, we are now allowed to give him what he _really_ deserves."

Astrid unconsciously brought Jonah even closer to her, running her fingers through his hair. "This won't be the last time we're going to see him, is it?"

"I'm afraid not." Loki stood up and began to walk away. Astrid turned to face him when he called out, "A piece of advice, Hofferson. If Bludvist survives the battle which will occur a month after Haddock's 20th birthday, then everything that has happened the past few weeks will happen again. It will be a never-ending cycle, and time will stop at a standstill during this period of decades. You _must_ kill him if you want your descendants to have a future. If not, there won't _be_ one."

That was the last time any Midgardian of this generation saw the Trickster God that was Loki as he vanished into thin air. Note of _this_ generation.

* * *

><p>It had been over a week since they had returned, over a week since Hiccup entered the coma. Jonah and Astrid would fall into a daily schedule. They would help feed Hiccup in the mornings and nights, as swallowing was more of a reflex than anything. Jonah would be more than happy to get axe-throwing lessons from his mother, getting the opportunity to spend time with her. Sunspot would fly back and forth between the island whenever they would play a game of Find-the-Viking, and Astrid would rebuke him for going out into the forest without her, to which he would laugh and say that this Berk wasn't too different than the one back home given the circumstances.<p>

When all the Vikings arrived back on Berk, the teens immediately began to gossip with everyone that Jonah was from the future and that Hiccup and Astrid were his parents. Astrid and Jonah would get stares from everyone as they walked through the village, mostly from Astrid's parents. Stoick eventually called a village meeting to call of the rumors, claiming them to be true. Shock didn't even cover what the Vikings felt, it more of an all-out explosion of stupefaction.

To which Astrid's parents decided to yell at a comatose Hiccup for seducing their daughter. Jonah and Toothless, luckily, were nowhere near this conversation to see Astrid's reddening face as the berating turned to teasing.

As the days wore on, Jonah explained to Astrid a great idea he had about what he and Hiccup talked about before the entire catastrophe. She wan on board with the idea, feeling it better to get the entire village involved. They were more than incited to help, and after works and revisions, the plan was to be set on the night after Hiccup would wake up.

Which just so happened to be the day Jonah turned ten years old.

Astrid and Jonah were discussing their allergy to rose hips, and before she could ask what blue oleander was, she saw people beginning to walk over to Hiccup's house, calling out his name. They seemed joyful, she realized.

"Dad's awake?" Jonah said excitedly. He ran up the hill to the house, pushing his way through the Vikings bigger and taller than him.

He heard Gobber say something along the lines of, "...with some 'Hiccup flair' thrown in. Think it'll do?"

Then he heard his father say, "I might make a few tweaks.

Laughter rang throughout the Viking ring, but Jonah didn't hear it. He broke through the crowd and smiled. "Dad!" Hiccup didn't even have time to turn around as he was suddenly tackled by a small but strong force from behind. "You're awake, you're finally awake!"

"Jonah...!" Hiccup said through strained breaths. "We've been...over this...before...!"

Jonah let out an embarrassed chuckle as the Vikings laughed at his enthusiasm. "Hehe. Sorry." He let go and helped him stand before hugging his waist more softly, Hiccup hugging back with a sigh of relief.

He let go, and before he could say anything, he let out an "Ow!" as someone punched his shoulder.

"_That's_ for scaring me," Astrid said.

Hiccup scoffed. "Wha-? Is it always going to be like this, because I–" Before he could finish, Astrid pulled on the collar of his tunic, bringing him in for kiss on his lips. When she broke apart, Hiccup dazedly said, "...could get used to it..."

"Are you done yet?" They looked over at Jonah and laughed when they saw him covering his eyes with his hands. Sleek stood next to him, doing the same thing with his ear plates. He moved one aside, then covered it again.

"Yeah, we're fine," Hiccup said, crossing his arms.

Stoick let out a heart chuckle when Jonah dropped his hands, sighing in relief. "Not sure who he takes after more, you or Astrid," Stoick said jokingly. When he saw Hiccup's bewildered expression, he explained, "The other teens aren't very good at keeping secrets, you know."

Hiccup groaned, bringing his hand up and dragging it down his face. "I don't know what ever made me think it was a good idea to tell them the truth."

"You _were_ vanishing from existence, remember?" Astrid pointed out.

"True." Hiccup looked around at the group of Vikings. "And everyone's...not upset?"

"Well, Astrid's parents are a bit peeved, and I think you can imagine why," Gobber said, carrying a tailfin over and laughing as Hiccup groaned again. He passed the tailfin to Hiccup with a, "Welcome home."

"I helped make it!" Jonah said proudly. "See, Dad? Mom said that I needed to spend more time out of the forge, but I wanted to help Uncle Gobber!"

_Dad. Mom._ It was over. It was finally over. Finally, things would be peaceful, at least for a little while. Hiccup's hand trailed to his tunic, relievers when he still felt the tooth necklace under it. He took it off and said, "Here, kid. I think this belongs to you."

Jonah took the necklace, smiling. "Thanks, Dad."

* * *

><p>Hiccup couldn't help but laugh out loud as Jonah led him into the village. He was blindfolded, and Jonah's excessive rambling about a surprise was very endearing. That is, until he was guided right into a pole.<p>

"Oops! Sorry!" Jonah quickly guided his father around the pole and took him back on route to the Great Hall.

They spent the entire day flying on their dragons. It was so perfect, he realized, flying over the village without having to worry about starting a dragon raid. They flew all day, and Stormfly, Astrid's Nadder, was more than happy to flew with the new family. Jonah's birthday, which just so happened to be the same day, was celebrated by only the three of them. It was decided that Hiccup waking up on the same day was not a coincidence. While they were alone, Astrid spoke about what Loki told her to Hiccup.

"Kill Drago?" Hiccup repeated. "Are you sure that's necessary?"

Astrid nodded. "I know you're a pacifist, Hiccup, but everything we've been through is doomed to happen again if he doesn't die. But the question is, how are we going to do it?"

"I don't know."

They dropped the conversation after that. They didn't need to talk about it right away; they had five years to decide that. But they also had five years until their marriage. They loved each other very much, that much was obvious. Hiccup had something to look forward to in a future with Astrid and Jonah. He didn't want to rush into it, and besides, the thought of doing..._that_ with Astrid scares him out of his mind. Maybe it would be best until the five years pass after all.

And on the same night, with Jonah dragging his father, they stopped at the doors of the Hall. "Okay, okay, take it off!"

Hiccup took the blindfold off and gaped at what he saw. "What the-?"

"It was Jonah's idea," Astrid said, handing Hiccup the second paper lantern on her hand. "Something about the floating lights."

Hiccup looked over at Jonah, who also carried a lantern from the ground. "You said that you wanted to see the lights, remember?" he said. "So then I thought, why not _bring_ the lights?"

Hiccup was stupefied for a moment before he let out a smile. He took the lantern from Astrid's hand, the fire inside burning brightly. "Ready?" he asked.

Astrid nodded. The three of them lightly released their lanterns into the sky, seeing how it seemed to brighten up the night sky. Then, from the corner of his eye, Hiccup saw the docks lighting up as well as more lanterns filled the sky. Same thing with the village, and the training arena. Lanterns everywhere filled the sky, making it seem like day.

"Jonah..." Hiccup said. "You did this...for me?"

Jonah nodded wearily as her let out another yawn.

"Yes. I wanted to make you proud of me, Dad." He smiled, but it faded when he saw that Hiccup was beginning to cry. "Dad?"

"Hiccup?" Astrid frowned in confusion. Why was he crying?

"I-I'm sorry, Dad..." Jonah said weakly. "I wanted to something good for you, and–" He was interrupted when Hiccup stepped down, pulling him in for a hug.

"I'm already proud of you," Hiccup whispered as he smiled through his tears. "I couldn't ask for a better son than you. I love you more than I could ever imagine, Jonah."

Jonah smiled, hugging him back. "I love you, too, Dad." He took the necklace off and set it around Hiccup's neck again.

"Happy birthday, Jonah," was the last thing he heard from his father, with his mother joining the embrace, before he fell asleep in their arms.

* * *

><p><em>To Hiccup H. Haddock III and Astrid Hofferson:<em>

_You've managed to bring a great deal of surprise to the gods of Asgard, you know? Time travel is a great deal, something that happens more than you expect. But nonetheless, it is something that is always reset. That is why I'm here to bring Jonah back to his time. The story is over. His time here is finished. Don't fret, though; it won't be the last time you'll ever see him._

_Like I told you before, nothing surprises me easily. Though, seeing Jonah has changed my mind. So I promise this: I will protect your son in his time with whatever I can. There are forces in my world that are quite upset with the fact that Odin interfered with Midgard, and that dragons and Vikings are coexisting. Many are a threat to your son, who possesses the blood of the gods. Need not to worry, as your son grows, he will surpass each challenge that faces him. But he won't be alone. I will send a friend of mine to look after him. You will meet him soon. You may know him by the name of Jokül Frôsti. He, like the rest of us, is real. You'll know who he is when you meet him._

_One more thing: everything from Jonah's time has been sent back with him. Everything he's acquired in yours will stay with you. The Terrible Terror, for example. We won't meet again, at least in my Midgardian form, so this may be a final goodbye. Good luck with your future, and good luck with Bludvist; you're going to need it._

_-Loki, God of Mischief_

_PS, I've sent Mildew back. I'm not sure how, but it seems that even while in a sleep state, he was a bother and annoyance to the gods. I pity you and the village of Berk for tolerating such a crazy braggart._

* * *

><p><strong>Ever heard the song "Almost There"? Well, somebody pop in <em>The Princess<em> _and the Frog_ on the DVD player, because I have! This chapter is short than the rest, a bit over 3000 words, but it doesn't hinder the fact that there is only one—repeat, ONE—chapter left, the epilogue! The beginning was the hardest to write for this cheater, but I think I did a pretty good job, don't you think so?**

**To anyone who thought Valka was the Mysterious Figure, y'all are crazy. Any other guesses were good, and close, but not exact. I did enjoy reading your theories, though, it made me feel good as a writer, keeping my fans guessing like this.**

**Can you imagine? What started out as a paragraph on paper became a popular hit online. I'm really proud of how far I've gone in this story, and in less than 24 hours, this story will be complete!**

**-Litwick723**


	24. The Story's Epilogue

_15 years later_

"See?" Hiccup opened the door to his children's room, then paused at what he saw. "Jonah..." he muttered with a shake of his head.

The makeshift tent of blankets lay on the ground in a heap. The wooden figurines were scattered on the floor, and the lantern had been toppled over on its side. It was a good thing it was extinguished, then.

Astrid went over to Ingrid, sighing as the little girl breathed warmly under her blankets. "Gods, I'm such a mess," she whispered again.

Hiccup chuckled, wrapping his arms around her from behind. "Yeah, and it isn't most certainly the first time." He laughed softly as Astrid hit his shoulder, then she went over to check on their son.

"Jonah?" She bent over and removed the blankets. "Hiccup... Jonah's gone!"

"What?" Hiccup took the blankets completely, and sure enough, the bed was empty. "But... Where could he...?" His eyes widened as a thought occurred to him. "Oh, gods... Astrid, you don't think that–"

"Mom? Dad?" They both turned around to see Jonah in his pajamas, standing by the door. In one hand, he carried a glass of water. In the other, he had a mackerel for the ebony dragon behind him, starring curiously at his brother's mother and father. "What's wrong?"

Hiccup sighed with relief. "Nothing, kid. We just came to check up on you and saw you were out of bed. We were worried for a minute, that's all."

Jonah yawned as he took a drink from his glass. "I was thirsty, and Sleek wanted a snack."

"Yes, I see that," Astrid said. As Jonah made to lie down in his bed, she sighed again. "This is what happens when you get pregnant," she said to her husband. "Emotions drive you crazy..."

Hiccup laughed silently in laughter before he looked over at his son as Sleek got comfortable on his rock slab. "Jonah," he said softly, sitting at the foot of the bed. "Do you...want to hear the rest of the story?"

"Hm?" Jonah looked at him confused. "Why? You told me that you would tell me the rest tomorrow, remember?"

Hiccup nodded, and almost too quickly responded, "Yeah, of course. Sorry, forget I said anything."

Jonah frowned a little, but he only shook it off. He yawned and said, "I'm really sleepy."

Hiccup and Astrid shared a look of understanding. "Good night, sweetheart," Astrid softly as she closed the door.

"Night, Mama..." Jonah said, already half asleep.

They closed the door, the Night Fury youngling making sure no harm were to come to his friend, then curled up to sleep.

* * *

><p>Both parents stood outside, anxiously awaiting for the return of their son. Ingrid sat in Hiccup's arms, sucking on her thumb no matter how many times Hiccup tried to pop it out of her mouth.<p>

"Should we go check on them?" Astrid asked.

Hiccup shook his head. "No, I trust Jack. If he says that he'll keep an eye on them, then he'll keep an eye on them."

"May I remind you that Jack is just about as bad as the twins?" his wife reminded him.

Hiccup stiffened. "Maybe we should've asked someone to check on Jack."

"Aw, do you doubt me that much?"

They both turned around to face a familiar white-haired teen with a white tunic, brown slacks, and a brown cape. He leaned against his crooked staff, his bare feet seeming to be unhindered by the snow on the ground.

"Unkie Jackie!" Ingrid said happily, waving her arms out toward him.

Jack scowled a little as the married couple laughed. "Why does she keep calling me that?" he pouted as he reached over and took the child in his arms. The toddler fidgeted a little from the sudden cold touch, but comforted almost immediately.

"Where's Jonah?" Hiccup asked. It was a little difficult, he realized, parting with his daughter, but she was in the arms of one of be other people whom he trusted his life with.

"He'll here here in a few minutes, they took a short break over at Raven's— Ah, no, no, Ingrid, let go of my hair. Unkie Jackie needs his hair, let go." He gently pried Ingrid's fingers from her locks before she giggled, clapping her hand together.

"Unkie Jackie, you funny!" Ingrid said excitedly.

Hiccup smiled. He suddenly remembered something and said to Astrid, "I'll be right back, I'm going to get Jonah's present."

Astrid nodded, a little distracted as she laughed at the sight of seeing Jack struggle to keep the girl's hands away from his cape, staff, and hair. She found it difficult to run her fingers through it as well, it was so white.

Inside the house, Hiccup searched through his room until he found a small box. He looked inside and sighed in relief when he saw that its contents were still contained within. He jogged back outside, Toothless waiting patiently by the door.

"Hey, bud," Hiccup said, giving the Night Fury a quick scratch on his head. He continued on his way, but not before he suddenly tripped over a loose floorboard, making him yelp as he propelled forward. Toothless examined him for a moment before falling forwards as well, mimicking the yell Hiccup gave. Hiccup only chuckled as he used the dragon to help him up. "Thanks, bud."

As he stood, his right foot grazed upon Toothless's prosthetic tailfin. All those years ago, when he first shot Toothless down, he never expected for his life to take this turn. He never knew how lucky he was. Both he and his best friend were incapacitated for life, their right limbs missing, but at least it's together.

A bark from behind him made him turn around, seeing the other Night Fury looking at him. "She seems to be worried about you."

Hiccup looked up and smiled as his mother walked down the stairs. "I'm fine, Mom."

Valka gave a faint grin and said, "You don't need to reassure me. Reassure her." She gestured to the Night Fury with her staff for emphasis.

Hiccup bent over a little and ran his hand over the dragon's side. "You don't need to worry, Star. I'm fine, see?" He stood up again, showing her just how well he was. "Nothing can get by me."

"Nothing except Sleek's Puppy Eye look," Valka challenged.

He scoffed as he flicked Toothless on his nose, walking back outside. "Yeah, well, you know what they say. Like father, like _hoomf!"_

"I'm back, Dad!" Jonah said, sitting himself on Hiccup's lap after having knocking him over. "See? I'm back!"

"Yeah, I can see that," Hiccup strained. Even after all these years, he can never get used to his son tackling him down. Where in Odin's name did he get his strength? "How was your flight?" he finally managed to ask after standing up again.

"It was awesome!" Jonah said excitedly. "We flew all the way to the mountain, a-and then we crashed into the Grass Nip Plains. I had to coax Sleek to get out, but after that, we went to the cove, then Raven's Point, then back home!"

Astrid ran her fingers over his hair. "Great job, Jonah. And happy birthday, too. You didn't give us the chance to tell that before you decided to take off this morning."

Jonah turned a little red in embarrassment. "Sorry, Mom. I was just really excited." He gave a wide yawn. "But I think I wanna go back to sleep."

"Don't you wanna hear a story, first?" Hiccup asked. "Say, the rest of last night's story?"

"If I could have kids," Jack said, "I really doubt I would spoil them as much as you do."

"Just because you cannot bear children, does not mean that you will find someone to love," Valka pointed out. "Who knows? She might just be an ice mage such as yourself."

"Ha ha," Jack taunted, following the Haddocks inside.

Jonah yawned again as he sat down at the kitchen table. He looked down at the floor for a moment as his gaze wondered, and he eventually caught his father's prosthetic. "Dad?"

"Yeah?" Hiccup asked as he took a seat.

"I though you said you lost your left leg?" He looked over at Toothless. "And that Toothless lost his left tailfin."

Hiccup frowned, bouncing Ingrid on his lap. "No. Why would you think that?"

Jonah shrugged. "I dunno. I had a weird dream last night, and I think it made me think you didn't have your left foot."

"What kind of dream?" Astrid asked, sharing a knowing look with the other adults in the room.

"I dunno. But I think I dreamt of the story you told me. It felt real." He tilted his head as he thought about it before letting out another yawn. "Can I have the rest of the story, now?"

Jonah's question brought Hiccup back to the present. As he reached for the box, Star and Toothless placed themselves by the fireplace. Sleek plopped down next to them, sniffing intently at the two onyx-colored eggs resting by the fire.

"Before you open this," Hiccup said, using his chiefly voice. This made Jonah realize that this was a completely serious conversation. "...I want to tell you a story first. Fifteen years ago, a kid your age washed up on the shores of Berk. I was the first one who met him, taking him to the here to the village for safety. Your mother was a bit distrusting at first, but eventually, she got around to trust him, too. She made this for him as a way to apologize." He sighed heavily, and Astrid placed a supporting hand on his shoulder, urging him to continue. "He was there for the entire story. He helped me when no one else would, he made me realize just how much I could reach my limits. He was only your age, mind you. When he... When he left back to his home, he left this behind. I want you to have it." He set the box in front of Jonah, waiting for him to open it.

Jonah was almost scared to. Hiccup hardly ever spoke in his chief voice directly to him, which meant that whatever was in here was very important and close to him. Was he ready for such a responsibility? What could it be? It was too small be come sort of animal, and too large to be maybe a jewel. He lifted the lid of the box and gaped inside.

A necklace. A Smokesbreath tooth necklace with three golden beads on either end. Jonah reached inside, turning the tooth over. He felt something etched on the other side, turning it to see the letter _J_ engraved on the tooth.

"What happened to him?" Jonah asked while admiring the tooth. He looked up to at his father, not noticing that he was looking at him strangely. "What happened to the boy?"

"He went home," Hiccup explained. "I don't know what happened after that, but I didn't see him again for another five years, a few months before you were born. The last time I saw him, he was flying away on his dragon."

"He had a dragon?" Jonah asked. "What was his name?"

Hiccup smiled. "Jonah." When his son looked up, Hiccup's smile grew. "That's his name. Jonah."

Jonah smiled back, taking the necklace and putting it around his neck. He got out of his seat and went to hug his father. "I love you, Dad."

"Love you, too, kid." Hiccup ran his hand over Jonah's head, frowning when he felt something wet. He pulled his hand back and revealed a small trickle of red. "Jonah, you're bleeding."

"I am?"

Before Jonah could say anymore, Astrid was already mumbling to herself worriedly as she took out a gauze wrap. "Gods, Jonah, you're gonna be the death of me someday," Hiccup said as he wrapped Jonah's head in the cloth. It wasn't serious, but it was still a wound. "Hey, even though you're bleeding, be glad–"

"–that I fought in a battle and came out of it alive, I know, I know," Jonah said. "You tell me that _all_ time." He let another yawn just as Hiccup finished.

"I think a certain heir need a nap," Jack poked, using the straight end of his staff to bop the top of Jonah's head.

"Come, dear," Valka said, offering her hand. "Let's put you to bed, then."

"Okay, Grandma." Jonah took her hand before saying to Jack, "And I am not a baby, Uncle Jack! I'm just really tired."

"Yeah, and I'm a river naiad." Jack rolled his eyes.

"Don't joke about the naiads!" Hiccup said in a low voice. "You remember the one that we came across in Dunbroch, don't you?"

"Hey, that wasn't my fault!" Jack defended. "If Astrid hadn't let the your little cannonball loose in the forest–"

"Are you seriously blaming _me_ for that?" Astrid accused.

* * *

><p>It wasn't until night had set when things finally began to calm around the house. After Jonah woke up, the family celebrated at the house, deeming it unnecessary to bring the entire village with them. When Jonah, Ingrid, and Valka went to sleep and Jack left to spread winter, the married couple were left to clean the mess. Well, almost.<p>

"Astrid..." Hiccup warned, crossing his arms with an unamused look on his face.

She only huffed and sighed, turning away after setting the scraps of uneaten food aside. "Fine! Fine, I'll go to bed. Happy?"

"Very," Hiccup decided, relieved that his pregnant wife was finally sleeping. She was almost complete with her third trimester, which meant that the baby was to be born any day now. It was only a matter of time.

He thought back to the night before, when Astrid woke up in a cold sweat from a nightmare. He couldn't imagine why it was like for Jonah to be gone. All those years ago, all that time ago, he didn't want to live through it again. This Jonah was not the same one as the one from fifteen or ten years ago, he knew that. Yet there was still the longing for the little boy during his teen years, the one who was both a friend and son. Now he was just a son, and he didn't mind, but he still couldn't help but feel a wave of nostalgia everything he looked at his son. And he was proud of it.

Scratching from the door earned his attention. More importantly, the back door. Hiccup and Toothless shared a look before he went over and warily opened up. He saw nothing. "That's weird."

A trill answered him. He looked down to see a Terrible Terror. But not just any Terror, a _yellow_ Terror. Yellow was a rare color go come by for Terrors, and there was only one person that had one that Hiccup knew of.

"Sharpshot! Get back here!" A little boy, no more than five years old, ran from the forest to the back door. He had on a large, oversized tunic, with a nip of long brown hair with a few streaks of dark yellow. His brown eyes searched the footsteps before taking the Terrible Terror in his arms. "Bad dragon, very bad dragon! Mama and Papa told you to stay!"

The Terror cooed sadly.

"Hiccup!"

Hiccup looked up, another unfamiliar voice reaching his ears. A man and woman ran from the forest. The woman had short brown hair and dark eyes, dress in the typical Viking wear for a woman. The man, however, looked quite different. He had bright hair and eyes, and his tanned face was dotted with facial hair, though not so much to make it weigh off his face. He wore a leather plating, thick pants and boots, and oddly, a skirt reaching to his knees.

The man picked up the little boy and said, "Hiccup, what have we told you about running off?"

Hiccup blinked.

"But Papa, Sharpshot run away! But I catch him, see?" The little boy held the Terror close to his father's face, so close that the dragon nipped the man's nose.

Hiccup couldn't help but snicker, but the noise made him the center of attention. He cleared his throat and said, "Hey, is something wrong? I'm chief of Berk, but I can't say I've seen you people before."

"Yes, we just arrived here by dragons," the woman explained. "We were hoping for a new home, and we heard that Berk accepted dragons, so we came here. We were planning to talk to you, Chief, in the morning, but then our son came with his dragon."

The man sighed. "My uncle always told me how much of a cannonball I was. Now I get what he was talking about."

_Cannonball? _Hiccup did a double take at this, unsure if he heard right. Before he could ask, the little boy, the little Hiccup, and the dragon both yawned before curling up into the man's chest to sleep.

"I'll take him," the woman said. "Chief, you don't mind if my husband can stay here for a short time and speak to you?"

Hiccup almost didn't answer, stunned. "O-oh, um... Yeah, yeah of course! Sure, come on in."

The woman took the child and dragon, kissing the man on the cheek before she left back into the forest.

"If you don't mind me asking," Hiccup said after closing the door, "where exactly are you and your family staying the night in the woods?"

"There's a small cove hidden in there," the man said. "It reminds me of the one my family and I spent time in when I was a child. We took refuge there."

Hiccup wasn't too sure if he liked the fact that complete strangers were harboring the cove, but he let us slide for now. "And may I ask what ails you to come to Berk?" As he spoke, he began to putting dishes away.

The man hesitated for a moment. "A Night Fury," he remarked, Toothless sniffing him intently. "I've only seen one other Night Fury before the last decade, it's nice to see another.

He was positive that the man was intentionally avoiding the question, but he noticed how calm Toothless was. He even purred when the man scratched him right where his favorite spot was near his neck.

_Okay, so Toothless likes him. Maybe he's not dangerous then._

"My family," the man said, warning Hiccup's attention. "I'm looking for my family and I believe that they are on Berk. When I first arrived, I thought that they would've forgotten me. But it turns out that they haven't. I'm just...not sure how to talk to them. I haven't seen them since I was fifteen."

Hiccup nodded. _Is it possible that...?_ "What are they like? Who are they? Maybe I know them."

"Well..." The man nervously rubbed his hand in the back of his neck, the same way Hiccup would when he was saying something awkward. "My mother is fierce, yet strict. My sister a bit of a baby. When I left Berk, my mother was pregnant, so I don't know if I had a brother sister. And my dad..." He laughed, his deep voice making him sound nostalgic.

_He is..._

"I looked up to my dad like he was just the most awesome person in the world," the man continued. He sat at the table, scratching Toothless into bliss. "One of the things my father would jokingly say was how I was going to be the death of him." He paused when Hiccup halted his cleaning. "Though I suppose you'd know that, wouldn't you?"

Hiccup slowly turned around, not dating to believe it. He stepped forward, examining the man carefully. He stood up, and Hiccup saw that he was about as tall as him, maybe a few inches more. His shaggy blonde hair draped lightly over his blue eyes. "Jonah?" Hiccup said weakly, slowly, yet tenderly placing a hand on the man's forearm.

He responded by smiling. "It's great to see you again, Dad."

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you've all enjoyed The Rider's Son as much as I've enjoyed writing it! Surprisingly, the epilogue had more words than the last chapter. It came out a little over 24 hours, this last chapter, but at least I uploaded today! Now that this story is done, give me one week and I promise I will have updated my other stories! I'm thinking of updating two at a time for now, so stay tuned to which stories I'll be working on!<strong>

**I'm really proud of how this story came out, and I promise, there will be a sequel! Just maybe not sometime soon. And so, I close this story. Have any unanswered questions? Well, you're just gonna have to wait, won't you?**

**-Litwick723**


	25. Sequel

**In case you don't know yet, the sequel to this story, ****_The Rider's Son_****, is now available to the public! The first few chapters are up already on my profile. Go check it out!**

**-Litwick723**


End file.
